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CHAPTER I. 

MINNIE'S HUG. 

Yes, I know : that's not quite grammar — it 
won't parse; I'm afraid it wouldn't do for 
the schoolroom — but there's such a lot of 
love in it. Minnie really didn't care the 
least bit about the pronouns ; neither did I. 
The dear little thing just wanted me to feel 
that she was — oh, so fond of her old friend ; 
and a whole string of loving words ("old 
darling" among them) wouldn't empty out 
the little warm heart's fulness of love ; and 
so, at last, with a half-despairing, half-triumph- 
ant effort — a sigh and a laugh in one — she 
came out with, " Oh, dear ! — ^You're me, and 
I'm you ;" which I felt like a hug in words, 
instead of the dear little clinging arms. 

Now then. Dears, I'm going to let you into 
the secret of this " small talk " of ours, before 

B 
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2 ** Vot/re Me, and Pm You.'' 

I get seated among you, and go fairly in for 
it. There's a race of "Peculiar People," 
who are found, very many of them, in a long, 
narrow, twisty street in the City of London ; 
and other people, who write little books like 
this, stand rather in awe of them. Many of 
them, though, are really nice; and one of 
the nice ones asked me last year, to write ' 
something for you dear children, which rather 
frightened me ; because, you see, you small 
people are so dreadfully sharp with those 
little eyes and brains of yours, that it wants 
some one a deal cleverer than I am, to write 
for you. However, I'll tell you what you must 
do : you mustn't think or care one tiny bit 
about cleverness ; but must just let love 
make up for the want of it. My love ? Well, 
that's what I meant as the words came; for 
though I can have seen, and may see, but 
few of those whom I am getting into a talk 
with, I'm sure I do love you all : — I only 
wish we were having a real talk — hearing 
through it, bird-voices and insect-whisperings, 
and smelling the lilac and sweet-briar, as 
we sat together. But it's other love I want 
to talk about — such sweet, deep, strong love ! 
— and in the thought of it, I seem to see all 
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your dear listening faces really gathered 
round me — Maud, and Katie, and Frank, 
and wee Lily, and gossamer Effie, and ever 
so many more buds and birdies. And now, 
I shall get on famously with you, and we'll 
have a grand talk— all so cosy ; it won^t feel 
like writing a book at all. Stop a bit: we 
will begin, I think, by reading a few lines; 
I'm not sure about singing them, as, to tell 
you the truth, I don't know a *' Sankey " or 
any other tune they would go to. I do wish 
someone would make up a tune for us, that 
the dear little shy, ragged things hiding away, 
down in cellars, and in alleys, who havn't the 
least idea what being loved means, — who ne- 
ver were cuddled in all their lives, might 
hear. We should so like them, shouldn't we, 
dearies, to know all about this grand, won- 
derful Love ? Well, I suppose you must be 
little missionaries, and go and tell them of it • 
and we must now just read out bit of rhyme, 
anyhow : we'll call it 

SOMEBODY KNOWS. 

" Oh, this cruel, hard, old lesson I 
They don't know what it is to me : 
Over and over, round and round. 
Beating my head with a senseless sound : 
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Dates, and cities, and Saxon kings, 
And creatures with backbones, and creatures all rings, 
And virtues, — and all sorts of dreadful things — 
Beating, beating, so wearily ! 

Nobody knows " — ^Yes, Somebody knows : — 
There is One knows all the hardness : 
Though He smile at your troubled look. 

He has felt each throb of the little head 
Bending over the weary book ; 

Says—** Now, I must be your Master, 
I teach so lovingly ; 

Though another gave this lesson hard. 
Will you learn it, dear, far Me?** 

Only a poor dead primrose ! 
** Baby tears," they laughing, say. 

** Nobody knows why I loved it so— 

Nobody even cares to know 
What is breaking my heart, to-day : 

Nobody cares " — Yes, Somebody cares : — 

There is One shares all your sorrow, 

Though His joy it may not dim ; 
Who will rest you, oh, so tenderly. 

If you'll only lean on Him : 
Says, ** I know the dear memory hidden 

In that little sad heart, my love — 
In those tears so coldly chidden. 

Trembles light from My Throne above ! 
Come near— quite near ; 
Close to My heart let Me fold thee, dear 1" 

One, everything knows — for everything cares. 

Ever is listening for little prayers : 

All that's hard, all that's ^^—io Jesus bring — 

Every little worrying, paining thing : 

No task too hard for Ilis love to teach, 

No grief too deep for His love to reach ! 

There is nothing too vast for that Hand to grasps 
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Nothing too tiny to meet its clasp : 
Dim millions of worlds in the ages far — 
He calls by its name each seveial star : 
A few dear children, in sadness or mirth— 
He calls each by the fond home-name of earth : 
Through the moaning sorrow, the ringing glee. 
Yon may hear His deep, tender ' Come to Me.' 
Does not each one of you want to know 
This great, loving Saviour? He wants you sol 

There, we've got at one thing! Whose 
love it is we are going to speak about — ^the 
Love of JESUS, — ^and now, as we go on 
with our talk, we shall see what love it is, 
and how beautifully Minnie's words really do 
express it 

We all of us want to be loved — I should 
think we do : I'll not believe there's any one 
of our party who would say, " I don't care if 
anybody loves me." "Nobody loves me'* 
would be a piteous little cry, that would 
bring us all clustering round the one who 
said such a sad thing; to prove straight off, 
with clasping hands and soothing words, what 
a mistake the little speaker had made. 

I remember reading an epitaph some- 
where, that ran thus, " Poorly lived, poorly 
died, poorly buried : nobody cried." " What 
a funny epitaph 1" Well, it is rather 
droll ; one wonders how these odd epitaphs 
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ever get put up : but really, if it was true, 
it was more sad than funny. To think 
of nobody crying at the funeral ! " I sup- 
pose nobody loved him ; I think he wasn't at 
all nice." To be sure, it isn't easy to love 
very disagreeable people, and that most 
uncomfortable line might have been writ- 
ten over some one whom you and I 
couldn't have loved, if we had tried ever so 
much ; but it's my belief it was some poor, 
desolate body, who wanted love, and never 
got any. Oh no, I've nothing to go by ; it's 
only my '* think"; and he or she may, after 
all, have been, as Maud says, " not at all 
nice." But I've more than a think about 
one thing — I'm quite sure there's no one, 
buried or alive ; whether cried over, or never 
cried for, or made to cry, whom nobody 
lolled, or loves. Ah, well ! suppose we have a 
look at our Bibles; for mind, in all this 
talk of ours, long or short, we mean to have 
chapter and verse for every leastest thing we 
accept for truth. 

All along the Old Testament story, the 
Love keeps talking to us : now, with such a 
glad voice; now, in such tender pleading. 
Sometimes it is heard through peevish mur- 
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murings, or above rebel shouts : and even 
when God is very angry with us, dears, it 
breaks through the anger — ^the cry out of His 
heart, ' that could not be kept back (Deu- 
teronomy vii. 7, 8 ; Isaiah xxx. i8 ; xliii. 4, 24 
— 26; liv. 8; Jeremiah xxxi. 3, 20; xxxiL 37 — 
41 ; Hosea xiv. 4). Ever the same love, that 
must live, and speak \ and that deepens on 
Jesus Christ's oin\ lips, into the music of that 
very, very wonderful verse many of us know 
well, with its little two-letter word that holds 
such a brimming up fulness of the love; it may 
be the angels round the throne are still learn- 
ing its depths of meaning, in that Love's own 
presence. Here is the verse, the i6th of the 
third chapter of St. John : " God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." " God so 
loved the world " ! That must surely take in 
you and me, and everybody. But to make 
it quite certain, St. Paul, while he says for 
his own self, ** Who loved me^ and gave Him- 
self for nuy^ is careful to add, speaking of the 
love of Christ, « He died for all." We shall 
want to say a good deal by and by about 
that " for" ; but now, let us especially bear in 
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mind how, for His lovers sake, — " His great 
love wherewith He loved us " — Christ " died 
for" every one of us ; and so, nobody has never 
been /cw^/f (Galatians IL 20; 2 Corinthians v. 
14, 15; Ephesians ii. 4). 

"Do you think Jesus really loves me — 
just poor little me?" Well, no, I don't 
think: — Why, deary, there's no thinking 
about it ; I'm ever so sure He does, because, 
you see, of the "All." You're somebody; a 
very small somebody it may be, but one of 
the somebodies that " all " must be made up 
of. So now, as we go on talking, let us keep 
this great, strong, sweet truth in our minds 
and hearts : ih.2X Jesus really loves every one 
of us. 

Not one of us, indeed, deserves His love, 
the very least bit, or ever can deserve it. 
We have all of us grieved Him, dears ; and 
some of us have so wearied Him — ah, yeSj 
your friend who is talking to you has — 
through many long years. But the love has 
never wearied ; if it had even for one mo- 
ment tired of us, we should not now be 
talking together. It could not weary, for He 
who never wearies, is Love (Isaiah xl. 28 ; 
I John iv. 8, i6). 
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CHAPTER IL 

HOME-LETTERS AND BIRTHDAYS. 

Isn't k nice, when you're at school, or away 
anywhere, to get a dear, long home-letter, 
telling you how they are thinking of you, and 
longing to see you ; and that your room is 
being got ready — only there's to be a sur- 
prise for you — and then, a few words of 
loving counsel to keep you straight and 
strong, waiting patiently, just a little longer ; 
and directions for the home-journey, and 
very likely a money order to pay for your 
railway ticket and other expenses, — and that 
they'll be sure to meet you at the station ? 
Yes, all those smiles and whisperings tell me 
you remember letters so like it, and you 
should think it ts nice to get them. 

Well, now, our Bible is just such a letter. 
It tells you how God keeps thinking of you, 
and how He wants you home with Him, and 
of the surprises He is getting ready for His 
children. Only think of God getting all 
sorts of lovely things ready for you ! And 
' Jle does — ^We'll have some texts in a minute : 
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and the wise, loving counsel to strengthen 
you, and brighten the few remaining school- 
days ; and all about the journey home, and 
how He will meet you Himself at the river. 
And right through the letter, like the " lovie " 
and " own pet " in your mother's or father's 
letter, that you read twice over, and take out 
again to look at, when you are all by yourself 
— such tender words, you remember some 
of them I'm sure — to make you feel how He 
really loves you (Psalm xl. 17 ; Isaiah xliv. 
21; xlix. 10, 15; John xiv. 3; xvii. 24; i 
Corinthians ii. 9 ; Isaiah xliii. 2). 

Your home-letter would be written so 
simply and plainly ; that you might not miss 
a word of it That's like the letter from the 
City, that is Jesus' home, where the sun 
never goes down behind the jasper walls; 
the light never trembles low in the pearl- 
gates, — where He wants you with Him. It is 
all so beautifully plain. Such simple, no less 
than loving and helpful words ! — some of the 
sweetest and strongest, only one syllable. If 
you had not time to sit down, you might 
read it as you ran along (Habakkuk ii. 2). 

But I say, dear children, I have just thought 
of something : Would you put that dear letter 
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of yours away in your school-desk or your box, 
under a heap of books and things, and never 
think of answering it ? No ; that I'm sure 
you wouldn't ; if you had only one sheet of 
paper and one postage stamp, they would be 
kept for a letter home, full of loving thoughts 
and fond words, and " no end " of thanks, 
and some promises, I daresay ; and those 
who read it, would not care that your letter 
was not quite a copybook performance, or 
even would look very grave over some funny 
bits of spelling. " The dear little thing is as 
full of love as ever 1" That happy feeling 
would excuse the little blunders, and the 
comical Gs and Ws, every one of them. 

And God's loving letter to us, dears : don't 
you think we should answer it ? When He 
says, " I so love you," shall we put the ten- 
der words away in some out-of-thought cor- 
ner of our heads ? Shall we not say how we 
thank Him for doing such wonderful things, 
and keeping such lovely things, for us, and 
wanting us home with Himself; — and that we 
do want to come home, and will read His 
beautiful letter again very carefully, and will 
mind all the directions for the journey ? Will 
you give Him such an answer ? It will be a 



,y Google 



12 " You're Me, and Pm YouP 

poor, unworthy one, I know, all blurred and 
blotted, and badly spelt ; but it will be read 
out by/esusy and, only think, will give God 
joy ! Open His letter now, and just look at 
these places (Hebrews vii. 25 ; Zephaniah 
iii. 17). 

But how are we to send our answer? 
What does pet Effie say? "Taying me 
payers." Well, darling, that's just it; only 
somehow, I never did quite like those words, 
^^ Saying my prayers." Suppose, when you 
wanted your mamma to do you " Oh, such a 
great, great favour," instead of running up to 
her with your eyes talking before your tongue, 
you had it all learnt by heart — no, by head — 
a pretty little dutiful speech, got up like a 
page of an end-of-term school letter, and 
said it off, minding all your stops, with your 
hands behind your back. " Oh, fancy such 
a thing !" Well, it would, no doubt, be a 
curious little performance, and it would, I 
do think, be something like "Saying my 
prayers." Effie is quite right about the 
answer, though we shall have another little 
word about that, I hope, by and by; but 
let us try and make out quite clearly about 
XhQ prayers. 
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Prayer, we know, really is, asking very 
much in earnest for something, because we 
very much want it. If we do not ask ear- 
nestly, we are not praying. " Oh, do, do let 
me have it !" is a prayer. " Please, I'd like 
to have it," isn't. But I think, if we are to 
make it the answer to God's letter, we may 
say, prayer is telling God everything. Your 
answer to the earthly home-letter would not 
be all asking — ^you would tell of the little 
worries, as well as of the great troubles ; and, 
too, of any treats or presents that had been 
given you ; and what you wanted to learn, 
and hoped to do ; and of the friends you 
had made, and — well, all sorts of things. 
And so, dear children, you, and we grown up 
people too, in our prayer-talk with Jesus — 
shall tell Him not only of the sins that have 
to be washed away — these we must indeed 
ask to have forgiven — but of all the hard 
things, and sad things, and vexing things — 
as we said, you know, in our bit of rhyme a 
little while ago ; that we want Him in, to help 
and calm us; and, oh, so many things we 
need to learn; and, too, about the pleasures, — 
how we have enjoyed some of His beautiful 
things — a lovely view, or beautiful pictures. 
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or sweet music, or any other innocent enjoy- 
ment we have had — and shall thank Him for 
it all. You know He "giveth us richly all 
things to enjoy " (i Timothy vi. 17). 

And then, you may talk to Him about 
others — ^your own dear friend, perhaps, or 
about some poor little one that has no. 
pleasures; or yet more earnestly, though 
sadly, of some whom you love, who see 
nothing in your beautiful letter, and don't 
care to do more than ** skim " their own. 

"Then we may all of us talk to God 
about everything?" We all of us nia\\ 
though I don't quite see how those who have 
hardly looked at their letter, can answer it ! 
But, look here. Would you write " Dearest 
Father," and tell all your little heart-secrets 
to anyone in the world but your own dear 
father? You might, indeed, write to any- 
body else's father, to ask forgiveness for a 
fault, or even, to beg a favour; but that 
wouldn't be the same thing at all, would it ? 
I think, do you know? that to make this most 
important matter quite plain, we must have a 
little talk about 

BIRTHDAYS. 

I believe in birthdays — don't you ? What 
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do I mean ? Well, don't laugh at me, and 
I'll tell you : / like keeping them I I think 
it's beautiful to wish one another "Many hap- 
py returns of the day," and to give and get 
birthday presents ! I can hardly say which 
is the nicer — the giving ought to be^ I know — 
to find the table in your study (that means 
mine, of course) all set out with pretty things, 
and loving greetings in various hands, from 
everybody in the house ; or to set out just such 
a table for each one of the family in turn — 
papa,, mamma, sisters, brothers, and servants. 
You see, a birthday, like Christmas, "comes 
but once a year : " — Of course, those poor, 
dear, mistaken people who come into the 
world on the 29th of February, get a birth- 
day only once in four years 3 but that can't 
be helped, I suppose. 

It is so nice to give a Birthday to someone 
who, perhaps, never in her or his life, had a 
bit of notice taken of the day ; and to hear 
what a glad, open-eyed surprise " that lovely 
table " was. You can't half think how nice 
it is, if you've never tried the thing. But all 
this is only to explain what I meant by be- 
lieving in birthdays — I fancy, too, a good 
many of you believe along with me : what 
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we really want to talk about is the Bible 
Birthday, 

Very many of you, I know, repeat the 
Lord's Prayer, most likely night and morn- 
ing ; and reverently, with folded hands, you 
begin, " Our Father." Now I'm sadly afraid 
that full half of us, who use that won- 
derful prayer, do not, all through it, care 
clearly to understand its meaning, or we 
should, I think, stop in more than one place, 
in a good deal of doubt whether we were 
really praying the words \ but now, we will 
only talk about the first two. 

Why do you call God your Father ? What 
right, dear children, have you so to call Him ? 
Imagine that when you are out walking with 
your own papa, some other child were to 
come up to him, and to call him ** father," 
asking for something you yourself wanted : 
you would, I'm sure, be all amazement^-per- 
haps a little bit angry, and you'd say, very 
likely, "He's not your papa 1" and your father 
probably would take no notice of that strange 
child. 

And when we come up to God, who is ever 
with His own children (Matthew xxviii. 20 ; 
John xiv. 23) ; and talk to Him as " Father," 
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His silence might answer, — and oh, how very 
sad that would be ! — " You are na children of 
mine !" it would mean that we were homeless. 
That child we have been supposing about, 
would have no right, would he, to turn the 
handle of the door of your home, and walk up- 
stairs into your own little room ? "I should 
think not," you say; "only fancy !" Why? 
And why oacayou go in whenever and wherever 
you like ? It's no more your house than it is 
his — ^*'No, but ifs my father's,** To be sure, 
that's just it, and as his child you have a right 
to go in. "Then, if God's my Father, I 
have a right to go into His house?" A 
right ? Well, that's a great word for us poor 
creatures to use ; but I think, dears, we may 
dare, very reverently, to say, " Yes, we have I" 
if we are really His children : it is, indeed, 
in a wonderful way that such a right is ours. 
Now, I want you to see this, that if God is 
your Father in Heaven, you must have had a 
birthday from Heaven. Jesus Christ tells us 
of just such a birthday (John iii. 3 — 7). If 
those of you who have reference Bibles, will 
.look in the margin, you will see the word 
"again," would more correctly have been 
translated "from above"— from Heaven. And 
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everyone of us " must " have this birthday — 
Jesus Christ says so. It's no use for us to 
say, "It all seems very beautiful, but we can't 
understand it" Very likely not; we don't 
understand a great many things that we can- 
not do without, and we cannot do without 
the Birthday we have been talking about. 
Only when it has been ours, can we in 
happy truth, say, " Our Father which art in 
Heaven"! 



CHAPTER HI. 

ABOUT THE BIRTHDAY — AND MOPING. 

I CAN believe, you dear little people, that 
this birthday puzzles you. It puzzled Nico- 
demus dreadfully. He said, "How can these 
things be?" and exactly how — ^Jesus did not 
at that time tell him. But let us see whether 
we are not told something about it. Let us 
turn back to the first chapter of John. Very 
slowly, will one of you read the 12th verse; 
" As many as received Him, to them gave 
He power to become the Sons of God"? 
There's our birthday. As many as receive 
Jesus Christ, have power given them to be- 
come the sons and daughters of God — 
for the word in the language in which the 
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Gospel was written, means both. Can I 
explain this very wonderful thing? No, in- 
deed, I cannot ; but that does not matter in 
the least; in all our talk, we are going just to 
take God's word for everything He tells us. 
If He says a thing is, why, then, // is ! . Do 
not let us, like that ruler, be too ready with 
our "How?" We shall only get our heads 
all in a puzzle, and shall have at last, after 
all our trying to work it out, to go back to the 
Book for the answer. 

That wind, which " bloweth where it list- 
eth;" we fancy in these days we know all 
about its blowing — ^we do know something, 
no doubt; with the aid of delicate instruments 
and difficult sums, clever people can tell 
pretty correctly when a gale, now passing 
through the straits of Malacca, will make a 
rough sea in the Bristol Channel ; but of the 
" whence" and the " whither " we really know 
little more than Nicodemus did — not, per- 
haps, nearly so much as the wise old king 
who lived in the same city some thousand 
years before, when he said, " The wind re- 
turneth again according to his circuits" 
(Ecclesiastes i. 6). 

But we'll go back to our verse, the 12th 
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of the I St chapter of John, ". . . as many as 
received Him." We all of us understand what 
receiving means — of course we do ; but how, 
you may ask, are we to "receive^' Jesus Christ i 
Perhaps it will come easier if we say take for 
receive. Someone whom you had never seen, 
but about whom you had heard a great deal, 
as " Oh, such a darling ! so good and so 
clever, and so fond of children !" might write 
you a little letter, saying : " Now, dear, I 
want you to take me for your friend." You 
would find nothing there to puzzle you; 
nothing to make your answer difficult, would 
you? Take Jesus. As many as take Him 
have that sweet "power" given them ; we will 
not ask again "how " it "can" be given : — 
in taking Himself, it is given. If you really 
have taken Jesus Christ, you have got the 
power, and you are the children; you can 
say quite truly, " Our Father," and may "tell 
God everything." 

But, dearies, don't be making yourselves 
unhappy, because you do not exactly feel that 
you are God's sons and daughters. You re 
not for ever asking yourselves whether you 
are indeed the children of your own dear 
father and mother. I don't suppose it ever 
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has come into your heads that you need feel 
anything about the matter. You had a 
birthday into your home ; and, of course, 
you are the children of that home. And so, 
by that other birthday^ yo\x just are the chil- 
dren of the Highest — ^you belong to His 
home. 

Ah, but when you have grieved God — 
when pettishly you have "pulled away the 
shoulder '' from the loving hand of Jesus — 
How then ? When youVe been naughty at 
home — as I'm afraid most of you are some- 
times — has the thought ever entered your 
mind that you were no longer a child of that 
home ? At such a time you may feel heart- 
sorry that you have grieved your parents, or 
you may, for a time, be sullen, and not sorry 
at all. You cannot be a happy child, it is 
true, till it's all forgiven ; still you cannot 
unchild yourself, I do like that story of a 
little girl of three years old, who had so early, 
become one of Christ's own carried lambs. 
One day she was very naughty, and a not 
very wise relative said to her: "Why, I 
thought you were one of Jesus' lambs ; youWe 
not a lamb, I'm sure." It almost broke the 
dear little thing's heart ; she was so sure she 
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was a lamb. But soon the tears were dried ; 
I think the Good Shepherd Himself dried 
them. He gave the precious secret: the 
sweet little lips sang out, "Me am Jesus 
Chist's 'ittle lamb, auntie ; me am His 
naughty lambJ^ And then, don't you think 
she was His happy lamb again ? When one 
of you is a " naughty lamb," dear children, 
you struggle out of the arms — ^you're a stray 
lamb, and Jesus has to seek, and to find you 
again ; don't forget that 

Now, I'm by no means sure that some 
good people won't say to me, " I think you 
are getting on too fast with those children ; 
you are making a very easy matter of it." 
Are we, though ? I am quite sure that He 
of whom we are talking, never wished to 
make a difficult matter of it. You think a 
deal of that clever professor who gave a 
lecture the other evening, and showed us all 
those astonishing, beautiful things that you 
clapped your hands at. Well, it's rather a 
wonder how one man's head held it all ; but 
he has got to become like one of you, to learn, 
and to have, the things of God. You know 
Jesus Christ has told us that we must all of us 
" become as little children " to " enter into 
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the kingdom of heaven " (Matthew xviii. 3). 
Would He have made it hard for the little one 
He had then called to His side ? God's sons 
and daughters will indeed have some hard 
lessons to learn in the schoolroom: yes, 
dears, all of you will ; but then the loving 
Master will be always near, to help you in 
them; there is no difficult examination to 
pass first. 

But we will make quite sure^ even though 
it take us some little time, that we are not 
making things easier than God has made 
them. Shall we look again at that 12th 
verse of the ist chapter of St. John's Gospel, 
and read the rest of it ? "... even to them 
that believe in His name.'* Ah, there's a 
great deal for us to consider in those words, 
but nothing, I think, to push us back one 
step. That word "believe," which we may 
say is the key of the Bible ; what a deal of 
trouble people will give themselves in turning 
it the wrong way, so that it won't move in 
the lock, and opens nothing to them ! In 
this text, believing must mean the very same 
thing as receiving, or taking ; the word 
" even " which has been put in to make it 
more clear, has here the sense of " that is to 
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say"; and you see that most wonderful 
" power to become the sons of God " belongs 
to both the believing and the receiving; so 
that we may say receiving is believing, and 
t^at is just coming— ov^y see what Jesus says 
about coming and believing^ and what they 
both alike get ; in the 5th chapter of John, 
24th and 40th verses. We shall see in the 
course of our talk why we must " come " ; 
that we have something on, which cannot go 
into the home, and which Jesus only can take 
off. But now let us get up close together, and 
look at this " received " very carefully indeed 
If you have received anything, you have it, 
surely. You took it for granted that we 
might change "receive" into "take," but 
now look : If I were to pull this ring off my 
finger, and put it into your hand, or you were 
to pull it oflf yourself, you'd have it either 
way just the same, only the one would be 
receiving, the other taking. I want you 
now to read a verse, also in John, — and you 
must bear in mind the having. The last 
verse of the 20th chapter — ^who'll read it? 
Yes ; and what, dears, do we get here ? We 
have seen that if we have received or -be- 
lieved on, Jesus Christ, we have Him ; and 
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now, we get this most precious truth, that 
having Him, we have Zife, the one thing He 
came to give us. Life 1 new-born life — that's 
our birthday; growing life; and full-grown, 
eternal life with Himself in heaven. We 
have not been getting on too fast ; we have 
just come to this, that God's children — they 
who have "received" Jesus Christ — are aiive: 
nobody else is. 

Oh, yes, of course, we are all alive in the 
same sense that the birds are, and the but- 
terflies ; that is the life which had the birth- 
day we wish each other "many happy 
returns " of, the last of which goes on the 
tombstone; not the one Jesus Christ told 
Nicodemus, and us of. If we have not 
received Him, we are not reatfy alive. Shall 
we look again very closely at our last text ? 
We shall see how beautifully it fits in with 
all we have been talking about. "... That 
believing ye might have life through His 
name J* With it we will read the 21st verse 
of the ist chapter of Matthew : " Thou shalt 
call His name JESUS (in the Hebrew, 
Saviour) ; for He shall save His people from 
their sins." There is the " Name," and why 
it was taken ; but what does the Bible say 
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about the " sins "? A very, very great deal 
it says to you and to me ; but here is one 
especially solemn thing the Bible says : SL 
Paul writes to his Ephesian converts (2 
Ephesians i) these words, " You, who were 
dead in trespasses and sins." "And does that 
mean you, and me, and everybody ? " Paul 
himself shall give the answer — he could not 
make a mistake, because the Holy Spirit told 
him what to write. In that wonderful 5 th 
chapter of the 2nd Corinthians we read, in 
the 14th verse : " If one died for all, fAen 
were all deadJ^ You may mark that text, 
dears, we shall want, I think, to say more 
about it by and by ; just now, we will only 
notice the last four words we have read. 
"Dead"! that is being, simply, not alive; 
and so, not having " received " Jesus — not 
sons and daughters of God : God has no dead 
children ! 

Does a quiet little voice say, " I've taken 
Jesus "? Well, darling, if you have, you are 
certainly one of His own lambs ; but won't 
you make quite sure that you have taken 
Jesus, the Saviour from sins, and so " have 
life," — are "alive unto God through Jesus 
Christ our Lord " (Romans vL 11)? Such a 



,y Google 



About the Birthday — and Moping, 2 7 

little, feeble, baby-life it may be ! Never 
mind that ; life is life. Those wee creatures, 
millions of which were in that drop of water 
you looked at in the microscope, were as 
much alive as whales. If you, dear children, 
are just asking Jesus Christ to be as good as 
His name to you ; — you, that you may be 
helped against that fiery little temper of 
yours; — you, that when your dear mother 
asks you to do something you do not care 
about doing, you may not walk off like the 
most dreadfully injured little person in the 
world ; and you, my pet, that you may be 
able to lend your best toys to your baby 
sister ; — ^why then, dearies, each of you has 
believed on the Name (i John v. 13). You 
have " received " the dear Saviour who saves 
us from our sins, and our sins' punishment 
(we shall have a good deal to say about that) ; 
and you are His own dear little sisters and 
brothers : isn't that a. lovely thought ? 

Oh, I do so hope IVe not been talking 
'•like an old book," but have made all this as 
plain as plain, to you all. It would take me 
down dreadfully, if one of you were to say, " I 
don't see it a bit!" and I had to reply, 
"Well, really, I don't, quite, myself!" and 
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then, one of those good people who thought 
we were getting on too fast, would say, 
"There, I told you so!" But, oh dear, we 
are making a long talk of it! Don't you 
think you had better run away now for a 
little while, and I shall be able to think about 
what next I want to say to you ? 

" MAKES 'em so dull." 



What do you think? Someone was saying 
that just before you came back. Does it, 
though ? I know it's the idea ever so many 
people have. " What's the good of children 
moping about religion?" I'm sure you've 
heard that said, or something like it, before . 
now — perhaps some of you have quite agreed 
with the speaker. Let us see if there's any- 
thing to mope about. We are not going to 
shirk anything that anybody says; and 
though, of course, we don't set ourselves up 
for such a clever little lot, that we can't make 
mistakes, we have no idea of being flattened 
out, when we know we are in the right. 
Now let us lay our wise heads together, and 
make people " show cause, "as the lawyers say. 

Am / to do the talking? Well then, 
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would it be a particularly good reason for 
any children " moping," to know that when 
the old house they have always lived in, and 
which, though no doubt there are some dear 
old nooks and corners in it, has for ever been 
getting out of repair, had to come down; 
there was a lovely new home, — oh, ever so 
much more beautiful than the Duke's place, 
where they went to see the gardens ; waiting 
for them all ? Do you think it would make 
any of you dear little folks mope to have 
a Tich, wise, loving friend, who could give 
you everything you wished for, and who 
would give you anything that would do you 
no harm, and, too, would comfort you in 
every sorrow, and help you in all your diffi- 
culties or bothers; who, indeed, would al- 
ways be making you happy, even when you 
could not be merry; — now, would that be 
anything to mope about? "I should think 
not 1" That's just what I think— or don't 
think — and its just what people so often do 
think. "But, I say, who is 'people'?" And 
/ say, that question of yours is as much out of 
grammar as Minnie's little speech; however, 
we'll pass the verb, though we can't parse it. 
"People" may be anybody (we will leave 
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out papas and mammas) : may be aunts and 
uncles, and grown up cousins and friends — 
*'and governesses?" — eh, that's rather delicate 
ground to go upon — ^well, perhaps — ^a few — 
very nice, some of them all, of course — in the 
drawing-room, or the schoolroom, or the nurs- 
ery, or out of doors — anybody, anywhere ! 

Now we're going to suppose something. 
Old " Suppose " is not the most reliable per- 
son in the world — he's no great friend of 
mine ; but we must let him talk a bit with us 
now and then. Suppose it were cried and 
stuck about on all the walls, in some town — 
yes, the one you live in, if you like — that all 
the children whose names were given in at 
the bank, might have a fortune secured to 
them when they left school; but that the 
list for taking down names might be closed at 
any time, — what a rush there would be to 
that bank ! What a crowd of mothers and 
fathers, and aunts and uncles, and grand- 
papas on crutches, and .grandmammas in 
Bath chairs, would be waiting round the doors, 
to get in as soon as they were opened ! and 
with what bright faces would they come 
home and say, " All right, young ones, your 
names are down 1" 
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A fortune — a great, loving, wise, rich 
friend — a mansion I These are the very 
things, the possession or the assurance of 
which, in the opinion of many, is to take all 
the fun out of you, and pull the laughing 
dimples out into "gathers" all down long 
faces. I read little in the Bible about long 
and solemn faces, but a good deal about joy 
and gladness. Shall we look out a few texts? 
(i Chronicles xvi. 10; Psalm iv. 7 ; xxxiiL 21 ; 
xlvii. I ; xcvii. 1I9I2; c. 2 ; Isaiah xxx. 29; 
XXXV. I, 2 ; li. 3 — II ; Habakkuk iii, 17, 18; 
John XV. 11; xvi. 22 — 24.) You'll look at 
them by and by, and can find many others. 
These I have given are all of them beauti- 
ful — the two last, I think, the best of all. 
And there's another we shall have to find — 
I think it is in the 8th chapter of Zechariah. 
Have you found it — ^the 4th and 5th verses ? 
*' There shall yet old men and old women 
dwell in the streets of Jerusalem, and every 
' man with his staff in his hand for very age. 
And the streets of the city shall be full of boys 
and girls playing in the streets thereof^ I am 
so glad that's in the Bible. Just think! 
When God teaches that old prophet by His 
Spirit, to tell the Jews whom He had brought 
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back to their own city, that He would be 
with them there, and promises that there 
should be very old people in the streets ; the 
prophet is to picture, too, the "boys and 
girls playing " in them. Don't you like that ? 

Why, dears, if you have really taken Jesus 
Christ — if each of you has laid your little 
hand in His — and, indeed, it will be blind 
walking and many falls without that Hand — 
He is as lovingly with you when you are 
having a good game of play, as when you 
are learning your lessons, or even reading 
your Bibles ; or are sleeping with His strong, 
tender arms round you. I so like the 
thought of your being Hand in hand with 
Jesus; you may keep hold of His hand 
in the merriest race or the noisiest game, 
only, that Hand will lead His own dear little 
brother or sister out of race or game, when 
there's anything wrong in it. 
- But in talking away, we have forgotten 
one thing — that we are to have Bible for it 
all; and we have to find some texts about 
the beautiful Home, and the Fortune, and the 
Friend. 

Christ Himself tells us of treasure that 
never can be stolen nor wasted, laid up 
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safely in heaven, for those whose hearts are 
there with Him. Look at the sixth chapter 
of Matthew. They can, indeed, never know 
here the full extent of those " true riches," 
for they are "the unsearchable riches of 
Christ" (Ephesians iiL 8.); but as soon as 
the last life-lesson has been learnt, the fortune 
will be given — it must surely be a vast one, 
since it is to last through eternity. 

" I know about the beautiful home," says 
someone. Yes, that's the text — the 2nd 
verse of the 14th chapter of John — " In my 
Father's house are many mansions : — I go to 
prepare a place for yoiL" To think of the 
Lord Jesus taking pains to get our places 
ready for us ! As you would get the room 
ready for some dear friend who was coming 
to stay with you — ^putting into it all your 
prettiest and most precious things; and 
flowers from your very own garden, on the 
table, — everything you could think of, to give 
your friend a loving welcome; very likely 
something put out that the dear one had 
given you, to show how it had been valued, 
and carefully kept; — and coming back for 
another, and yet another look, to be quite 
sure it was all as nice as you could possibly 
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make it. " I go to prepare a place for you'*! 
Isn't it wonderful, isn't it sweet ? 

There are other texts about the Home. 
Grand old Paul, when the house he had for 
many years lived and worked so hard in, 
was going to be taken down ; said he knew 
there was "a house — eternal in the heavens" 
ready for him (2 Corinthians v. 1). 

We need not, I think, now look for texts 
to show that God our Saviour, "who gave 
Himself for us" (Titus ii. 14), is our *'^Friend?^ 
We should not know when to stop. Bright 
eyes and busy little fingers would find ano- 
ther, and still another ; and " only just this 
one," and yet one more, that seemed fiiller 
and sweeter than all the rest. Why, dearies, 
the whole Bible is just a love story; we 
began our talk with the love, and so we shall 
end it, I'm sure. " Who loved Me^ and gave 
Himself for Me!^^ We have read these 
words before, shall we not say them softly 
over to ourselves before we go on talking ? 

"For"! I do think that little word is 
the most wonderful one in the Bible. Those 
three small letters, standing there between 
Christ and us poor sinners, are just simply 
everything to us. Take them away, and the 
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gap, dear children, that would be left, would 
indeed be a terrible one. It would be the 
" great gulf fixed," that we never, never could 
cross into heaven ; and the youngest of you, 
and I, and the best, and purest, and holiest 
man or woman that lives, must fall into 
"outer darkness." But there they stand, 
those three precious letters, and there, thank 
God, they wUl standi while there is a sinner 
to hold on to them ! 

But oh, what a long talk this has been I 
We must say no more now, even about this 
most wonderful word, I know you must be 
getting very tired — a good many of you. 
And see I here come some of the older ones 
with their racquets ; they look happy enough, 
don't they ? Just a whisper ! Can't you 
bring some of them with you next time? 
They have a share in the " for ^\ they cannot 
do without it any more than we can ; so they 
ought to hear all about the Love. And when 
you're gone, I'll try and make a bit of rhyme 
about some of this long talk of ours. 

LITTLE HANDS. 
Little hands busy through summer hours ; 
Little hands full of the gathered flowers. 
Bright little feet that must dance as they go^ 
The sweet little lips keep singing so I 
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Little lips parted — but not for song ; 
Set little feet— that were dancing along ; 
Soft little fingers with all their might 
The precious flowers are grasping tight. 

Yes, there is the home, not far below — 

No other way little feet, to go ! 

And the slow tears are asking : " How can I pas9 

AH down the sunburnt, slippery grass ?" 

*' Why is my pet so sad and still ? 

Afraid to go down this dreadful hill ? 

One little hand in mine — take care ! 

Is that your home, love ? we*U soon be there," 

But the tears beneath heavy lids come fast, 
And the sorrow breaks from the lip at last : 
Two little hancJs their treasures grasp — 
How shall one meet that friendly clasp ? 

" But, lovie, they're crushed and withered so ; 

A good many weeds among them too ! 

I've a garden all full of flowers at home ; 

So sweet— such beauties 1 I'll give you some." 

Tightening fingers for all reply ; 
Closed little mouth, and clouding eye : 
Two little feet, not dancing now. 
Over the edge of the slippery brow I 

Two or three steps on the steep hill-side : 
Ah, the poor little hands are open wide ! 
Blown by the wind, caught in furze and heather, 
Go the precious flowers and the weeds together. 

A following step and a ready hand — 
Just a word whisper of loving command : 
Small empty fingers now clasping light. 
And a dear little face brimful of light ; 
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As hand in hand, down the hHl they go. 
And tenderly one is bending low 
To tell of his home "just over there," 
And promise its flowers, so sweet and rare 

In the little story. 

Any message true ? 
Something for us all, maybe ; 
Something, I am sure, for me-^ 

Perhaps for you ! 



CHAPTER IV. 

YOU GIVE IT UP ? 

Who likes riddles ? I think we most of us 
do; and in the far away ages of the gray 
past, people were every bit as fond of them 
as we are to-day. Those wonderful old 
Greeks, who have given us so many delightful 
stories, tell of a terrible maker of riddles, who 
kept on giving them, and so kept herself 
in provisions; by eating up all the dull people 
in her neighbourhood — boys and girls and 
all, I'm afraid — who gave up her riddles. 
At length, I'm glad to say. Miss Sphinx had 
to knock that clever, wicked head of her's 
against a rock, when a sharp-witted stranger 
found out her last — not such a very hard one 
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either. Then, you remember that grim rid- 
dle the strong judge in Israel put forth, when 
he had come upon some honey in a particu- 
larly unlikely place — that riddle which was 
found out so unfairly, and led to such sad 
cruelties I 

But it is not of these riddles we are going 
to talk, or of any at all like them. The rid- 
dle we have to speak about, was asked, as 
learned men believe, partly on the evidence 
of the stars — nearly four thousand years ago ; 
and all down the centuries, generation after 
generation has had to " give it up." I'm so 
glad to see some bright young heads above 
the dear little familiar faces — keen enough, I 
doubt not — that would not easily be beaten 
by many a brain-teasing puzzle ; but they, too, 
will have to give up this riddle ; and so shall 
we all : we should never, never guess it. We 
must go for the answer, to the Book where it 
is given. 

The weary, misunderstood old patriarch 
Job asks the riddle — he asks it indeed twice 
over (Job ix. 2 ; xxv. 4) ', but it was too hard 
for those dreadful friends of his, and he him- 
self does not give its answer; though he seems, 
from the 25th verse of the 19th chapter, to 
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have had a glimpse of it. Well, yes, we may 
say Job asked the riddle, but God gave it. 
It is His question, dear girls and boys ; it was 
put forth in that ageless eternity " before the 
world was," and "there was silence in hea- 
ven," till Jesus Christ gave the answer : " Lo, 
I come " (Psalm xl. 7). 

And now, we must, I think, ask Himself 
to help us by His promised Spirit, while we 
very reverently consider how this great riddle 
was made : — " How should man be just 
with God ?" — and how, too, it is answered for 
us ? We must understand both quite dearly^ 
though everything else, however valuable, 
and however delightful, remain unlearnt by 
us. How, we asked, came this solemn riddle 
made ? By sin, " God made man perfect." 
Then^ he was "just with God " ; and as a dear 
old poet wrote, as long ago as the time of 
Queen Elizabeth (you will remember the 
date better than I do) — 

" He might from earth to Paradise go, 
As from one room to another." 

You recollect we said something in our 
first bit of talk, about having a right to go 
into God's Home. Well, man had it then, 
and he is to have it again — so we read in 
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Revelation xxii. 14; but before he gets 
back that wonderful "right," he must be 
"perfect" again — he must be "just with 
God." Dear children, I do feel so weak 
and so puzzled, how to speak t^ very right 
words . on this great, solemn question, which 
has to do with all our real things^ as 
texts and thoughts crowd into my mind. 
We may surely say, the first thought we want 
to get hold of is this : God does so want us 
all — ^really wants us — longs to have us with 
Him in heaven; but, oh, so many of us 
will not let God have His wish !— Won't youf 
Would it sound strange to say, God would 
give anything to have us all with Him ? He 
has given everything that even Himself could 
give. What ! has God given all the wealth, 
and the glory, and the beauty of heaven — 
the pearls which are that City's gates, and the 
gold that paves its streets, and the sapphire 
and emerald of His throne ? Ever, ever so 
much more than all these ! Wouldn't your 
own parents part with all they have — ^jewels, 
money, estates, everything, sooner than give 
you up to suffering and to death ? Would you 
not think it impossible that you could ever be 
given up for anybody or anything? — "God 
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so loved the world, that He gave His only 
begotten Son" for that world— /?rj'^ and for 
ffie, God gave Jesus, and Jesus gladly 
"gave Himself" I The end of this marvel- 
lous giving was, that any and all of us might 
"have everlasting life" — might be up in 
heaven for ever with God. Doesn\t He want 
to have us ? 

And yet, dear children, from His own 
Word we are mournfully sure that, oh, so 
many of those " for whom Christ died," will 
never enter heaven — they are not "just 
with (or before) God." If there is one thing 
more than another I wish you to get a heart- 
hold of, it is this : that God sends no soul to 
woe^ only, that He who " so " loved that sad 
soul, that He " gave Himself" for it, cannot 
hazfe it with Him in Glory. We read " He 
is of purer eyes than to behold evil." How, 
then, could God have sin-stained souls in His 
presence through eternity? All they who 
are " before the throne of God," are as man 
was made — "perfect"; "not having spot or 
wrinkle, or any such thing" — "holy, and 
without blemish." "There shall in nowise 
enter,"— ever such a speck of sin — and if 
one is found upon any soul, the speck cannot 
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go into heaven, — and the poor soul cannot 
take it off! 

Not the tiniest wee dot or thread of sin 
can go into God's Home; and see here I 
" All have sinned — ^there is no man that sin- 
neth not " ! Ah, dearies ! no wonder the 
question came on Job's trembling lips, 
"How should man be just with God?" 
We do want, when our time comes to cross 
the river, to go from the farther shore, up 
into the Golden City ; we could not bear to 
be turned from the pearl-gate, with the music 
of its songs of welcome reaching our ears, 
and thousands pressing past us into that 
City's light and joy, to *'ever be with the 
Lord." Why can they go in? ^^ All have 
sinned"! Yes; but they who "enter in 
through the gates into the City," have no sin 
upon them — not even the pure, awful white- 
ness of the Judgment-light can show one 
tiny speck I Where is the sin, then? I 
cannot tell — // was once on Jesus, and 
God took it from Him, and cast it behind 
His back, "into the depths of the sea"! 
God knows nothing . about it — He never 
looks back! You see, we have the Bible 
for it. All sin was "laid on" Jesus — all 
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its fearful punishment borne by Him. Re- 
member our precious "for." Let us put 
these two alls side by side — "all have 
sinned"; " He died for all." On the Cross 
of Jesus we got the answer to God's deep^ 
vast riddle ; full and clear, we read it there 
(John iii. 16; Galatians i. 4; i Corinthians 
viil 11; Habakkuk L 13; Revelation vii. 
15 ; Colossians i. 28 ; i Peter i. 15 ; Ephe- 
sians v. 27 ; Romans iii. 23 ; i Kings viii. 46 ; 
Revelation xxi. 27 ; i Thessalonians iv. 17; 
Isaiah xxxviii. 17; Micah viL 19; James L 
17 ; Isaiah liii. 6; 2 Corinthians v. 15). 

But I'm pretty sure many of you have this 
question on your lips : If the sins of all were 
laid on Jesus, how is it that anyone is kept 
out of heaven, by having His sins on Him- 
self? Well, at first sight, that does look a 
difficult question to answer ; but it is not, I 
think, so hard as it looks. I wonder if we 
can make it quite plain? Say I get into 
trouble — that I have done something against 
the law, for which I have to pay a very heavy 
fine — a sum that all I've got in the world 
would be no more good than one poor little 
sixpence, to meet. There would be nothing 
for me — would there — but to go to prison ? 
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Suppose, too, that I am only one out of a 
great number of naughty, foolish people, who 
are just in the same plight ; and that some 
noble-hearted, wealthy man conies forward, 
and says, " I will take it all upon myself: I 
will give up all my wealth, and will satisfy the 
full claims of the law against every one of 
those foolish people." What would that 
mean ? Not, of course, that our very offences 
had been committed by our great, generous 
friend \ but that he took all their punishment 
on himself, that we might not have to go to 
prison. He paid all the money for the fines, 
we will say, into the bank, for each penniless 
(or as good as penniless) offender to take his 
share, and satisfy the claim against him. 

Now, just imagine that while many did 
this, and were at once safe and free ; I and 
some others, equally stupid and ungrateful, 
either through doubting our friend's word, or 
not choosing to be under an obligation, or, 
actually through not thinking at all about it, 
never went near the bank — let the time for 
paying the fines run out ! What then ? 
Why, then we should be arrested and put in 
prison — that's all: — and anyone of you, I am 
sure, would say, "Serve them right I" There 
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the money was — ^the full sum — standing in 
our names all the time, — ^and we would have 
nothing to do with it 1 

It's a very simple illustration, this ; but if 
we look at that most wonderful 53rd chapter 
of Isaiah, we shall see, I think, that it is 
really very much how the great matter of our 
Salvation stands between us poor sinners and 
the Saviour. 

I hope you will read the whole chapter for 
yourselves* But now we can take only one 
verse — the 6th — who'll read it? "The 
Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of us 
alL" All the sin laid on Jesus (we quoted 
these two words just now) — what a mercy- 
wonder that is ! But there's something else 
for us to look at : Jesus Christ truly paid for 
all, the full, terrible fine that not one of us 
could ever pay, — but He did more. Our 
imagined friend's paying that large sum for 
us, would, indeed, keep us out of the prison 
cell ; but it would not give us, shabby and 
poor, admission to all the comforts and 
enjoyments of his father's beautiful home; 
but Jesus gives us that^ too I 

You remember that to be "just with God**' 
and get back our lost right to go into Christ's 
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own beautiful home of light and love, we 
have to be "perfect"; and so we are told 
that while our dear Saviour did indeed in 
those thirty-three weary years He spent on 
earth — in His agony and death — bear all the 
tremendous weight of our sin, all the suffer- 
ing that belonged to it ; He at the same time 
made over to us His own perfect righteous- 
ness, to secure our admission to heaven. 
The fine and the entrance-money both stand 
in our names in God's great BanL All we 
have to do is to come and ask. ^^ I will be 
inquired of^^ says the Almighty; but with 
this declaration we read another : " Every 
one that asketh receiveth" (Ezekiel xxxvL 
37 ; Luke xL lo). 

Now, let us make all this sure by our 
Bibles. We read what Isaiah tells us — the 
all-precious truth that our sin was borne by 
Jesus ; and if we now turn to the 5th chapter 
of the 2nd Corinthians, we find St. Paul puts 
it into these wonderful strong words : " . . . 
made Him sin for us, . . . that we might be 
made the righteousness of God in Him." 
Another of the old prophets had been com- 
manded to tell us grand things of Jesus 
Christi morie than six hundred years before 
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Paul wrote : " This is the name whereby He 
shaU be called, the LORD OUR RIGH- 
TEOUSNESS." We read that in the 6th 
verse of 23rd chapter of Jeremiah, and a little 
further, in the 51st chapter, he says this sur- 
prising thing : " The Lord hath brought forth 
our righteousness?^ This, too, must be 
Jesus Christ's righteousness, as we have not 
the very least bit of our own. Who can find 
a text that says so ? Yes, that's a very im- 
portant one, in the 3rd chapter of Romans : 
"None righteous, no, not one." But do 
see how these texts make the righteousness 
of Christ, all of it, — His own self^ ours : — May 
we not say us / He, made sin^ that we might 
be made righteousness. Ah ! now I think we 
get at the real, deep beauty of Minnie's 
words. Is not that but the Bible putting of 
her full-hearted little speech : " You're me, 
and I'm you "? 



CHAPTER V- 

MISSED ! 

What a vast deal that little word tells I The 
bullet misses, and the tiger springs ; the rope- 
coil misses, and the ship is wrecked; the 
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train or the post is missed, and a fortune, or 
a home, or a life's happiness is lost I I do 
so hope you dear little people are not tired 
of me yet ; there's such a deal I still want to 
say to you : I'm afraid I've not the gift of 
squeezing my talk. You have been wonder- 
fully good, really, I seem to have been 
preaching to you a lot of small sermons with- 
out proper text-beginnings ; and still, other 
little ones keep growing out of them, like 
baby cactuses. Fred there, suggests a cor- 
rect plural; but we don't care about being 
quite correct, do we ? We're not going in 
for Latin out of school hours. 

This missing, I was going to say, is such a 
very important thing for us to consider. 
When we were talking a little while ago about 
receiving and taking being the same, thing 
(you remember, about the ring ?), I recollect 
hearing such a funny little speech someone 
made to herself— I wonder if she remembers 
making it — "I could drop it, though." It 
just comes in here, I thinL We need not take, 
as we have already said, what God has set 
His heart on giving us, — and what Jesus 
Christ let His heart break to give ; we can 
" drop " it alL We may not, indeed, throw 
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away the "Pearl of great price"; but if we 
let it slip from our careless fingers, it comes 
to much the same thing; itis gone just the 
same. And we may fancy we have it; we 
may have the feel of it all the time I " The 
heart," you know, "is deceitful above all 
things " (Jeremiah xviL 9). It's so mourn- 
fully easy, dears, to miss the way to heaven ! 

If you altogether miss your way to any 
place, you will no more get there, it is cer- 
tain, than if you set out on the wrong road, 
or never started at all, for that matter. " Oh, 
wire all right, don't trouble about usP How 
often we hear people say that, when in 
point of fact they're altogether wrong ; and 
wonderfully huffy they are, if anybody is at 
all eager to put them right " I say, indeed 
that's the wrong road," you call after them; 
and they will reply, very likely without turn- 
ing their wise heads, "Don't you be so 
clever; we shall find a way across the fields, 
somehow." " Somehow " never gets people 
to heaven. God does not save us somehow, 
only in His own way — " The JVay" Only 
one Way, and only one Name (John xiv. 6 ; 
Acts iv. 12)! 

Just imagine a party of you going to see 
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some beautiful place that was shewn only by 
card of admission, and when you get to the 
lodge gate, and are taking out your cards, 
with the owner's signature upon each, one of 
your number (he's not here, of course), who 
has kept saying " I'm all right," brings out 
his return railway-ticket; or with proud as- 
surance, produces from some special recess in 
his pocket-book, last term's certificate of good 
conduct 1 What do you think the lodge 
keeper would have to say to our young 
friend's droll presentation? 

And yet, oh dear ! it's sad to think how 
many have nothing better to show, for their 
admission to the City whose "light" is 
Christ Himself (Revelation xxi. 23). The 
long, weary journey ; their neighbour's good 
opinion, and their own ; the good things they 
have done, and all the very naughty things 
they have never thought of doing; thafs 
about all they have to show, when they get 
up to the pearl-gate ! How often I have 
heard it said, as a wonderfully comforting 
remembrance of one who has " gone across," 
" He was such a good liver." Ah I that does 
noc make good dying ! Our best living; our 
sweet tempers and generous ways, our dili- 
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gence in study or in duty, our nicely kept 
Sundays, and all the rest of it, — I'm very sorry, 
but there's just only one thing we can do 
with it all— call it sin, and ask to have it for- 
given. We may put on- our very best and 
our cleanest things, and may think how very 
shabby and dirty some of the people near us 
are : in the light at the entering in of the 
City, all alike will be "as filthy rags'' 
(Isaiah Ixiv. 6). 

This dreadful " goodness " of ours may be 
more dangerous to our souls than our worst 
wickedness. We feel sure, if we think at all, 
that we must get that off us somehow; but 
the goodness fits so nicely — everybody tells us 
so — and it is so warm and comfortable, how 
are we fo believe that we should be a thou- 
sand times better off with not a thread of it 
on, and begging for clothing? 

You'll say we are making a regular chapter 
of blunders of our talk this time. Well, we're 
sure to be for ever making blunders of one 
kind or another, all of us ; the fact is, dearies, 
this life of ours is just a big exercise-book full 
of them, and plenty of blots too, from the 
first page, with our name in it, to the last — 
only the Master's corrections are worth any- 
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thing. But there are a few full-sized blun- 
ders we must certainly show up. I could 
find you any number of people who, while 
they would lift their eyes and hands mourn- 
fully over the future of the poor ignorant 
"good livers," have just about the same 
amount of wisdom in those solemnly waggled 
heads of theirs. They would not for a mo- 
ment say they can get into heaven by them- 
selves : — Do you think they never read their 
Bibles ? They have, indeed, an idea that 
they have a great deal to do, — as much as will 
take them all their lives; being as good as 
they can be, and going without ever so many 
things they do so long for, and then, when 
they can do no more good things, and go 
without no more nice, naughty things; they 
hope that a few finishing touches, so to say, 
will be put to their bit of baddish work, and 
it will do beautifully. 

We'll go on the railway platform, if you 
don't mind, to look for two or three of our 
clever men ; and if the thoughts of some of 
you should run upon certain old nursery 
favourites, don't forget that a good few of us 
may hail from " Goshen," too. 

Here is one of three friends of ours, 
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fidgeting about the station, waiting for the 
"up express"; "very important business," 
he tells us, confidentially, he is going upon. 
"It's very wrong; train more than three 
minutes after time." He gets his morning 
paper ; and looks at " Punch," and the maga- 
zines at the bookstall, to get full value for 
his penny : — In rushes the train. " Booking- 
office round the corner — end of platform — 
must look sharp, sir, she's six minutes late" — 
"Got your ticket, sir?"— "All right 1" and 
the train moves off. Never mind, he'll make 
it all right with the guard, the first station 
they stop at. Ah, it's a through train, he 
forgot that — " must pay at the other end, 
it's often done." The journey is pleasant 
enough; and our friend enjoys his paper, 
and his chat, and his sandwiches, as much as 
any of his fellow-passengers, who have their 
tickets in their pockets. "Here we are — 
those six minutes barely made up ; the bank 
will never, surely, be closed?" — and the train 
stops at a platform just before entering the 
city. " All tickets ready — yours, please, sir — 
meant to pay this end ? Oh, yes, we often 
hear that story; you must see the station- 
master." "But, I tell you, I'm the mayor of 
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Goshen." "Can*t help it, if you're all the 
corporation, too. Here, guard, just look 
after this gentleman — he's not got his ticket." 
And very likely the bank w^ry closed. Not 
much better off, Fm afraid, than his " won- 
drous-wise " brother townsman, who took his 
ticket — but on the wrong platform--;/5?r the 
down train ? And the third of our friends ? 
The last we saw of him, he was shouldering 
his portmanteau — ^it wasn't so vefy heavy — 
and was setting ofif to walk along the line. 
It was the way the train— the last " up " — 
was going ; so he must get to the city. Did 
he ? Well, if he was not warned off the line, 
or knocked down by a " special," weary and 
dusty, in the late dark, he might totter into 
the terminus, when the gates into the city 
were shut for the night. And a ticket was 
offered him too ! 

"What a funny sort of a story youVe made 
up !" There's a mournful one, dears, so like 
it. Such a number of people think they can 
pay at the other end, where the tickets for 
heaven have to be shown, but where none 
are issued, or given I And oh, that crowded 
wrong train that is rushing into the darkness 1 
aiid the very, very many who have refused 
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the ticket which all may have, free, — ^who 
trudge painfully with their burdens all the 
long road through — right up to the shut 
gates! And, remember, the half-tickets are 
as much required for a journey without 
anxiety, and with no difficulty at the end of 
it, as the full ones. And, this^ too — that not 
one of us has the least idea when our tickets 
will be asked for, and we must leave our train 
(Luke xiL 40). 

And there were two travellers from the 
same place as the other three, whom we did 
not see start. They both had " up " tickets ; 
but one had not taken hers "through" — only 
for some intermediate station — and it was a 
through train. She thought she could pay 
so far, and then would apply for a free pass 
on to the city : but the train never stopped 1 
So many of us mean to get Jesus Christ to 
make it all right for us, somewhere along the 
line ! That was a sad blunder ; but I think 
the saddest and stupidest of all, is in the 
strange thought that we can mend His work. 
What do you think of our last friend, who, 
travelling with a first class " through " pass, 
carefully put aside a penny, to give with it to 
the collector, at the end of his long journey ? 
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Yes ; I see you're rather tired of the rail. 
We will get fairly out of the station; only, 
don^t forget the blunders^ which, really, all of 
them come to this — the never seeing, or the 
forgetting, that we want Jesus, and that we 
want nothing but Jesus : and we will remem- 
ber this — that He is ever wanting us i 



CHAPTER VI. 

LOVING AND ASKING. 

The Love has never wearied — 

Night and day 
Has the sweet, full stream been flowing 

On its way. 
Filling the deep, dry hollows 

Of duties left undone — 
Washing away the sin-banks 

We have built up, one by one. 
Dull ears hear not the whisper 

Close along their path : 
WUl^w listen to the music 

That the glad stream hath? 
Still, dears, to us is singing 

The Love its song ; 
It never has been silent 
All along! 

Our last talk, you remember, left off with 
the words, **He is ever wanting us." Yes; 
Jesus — He is the love of God— shown to us — 
wants you — ^all of you. In reading those 
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wonderful words in the 53rd chapter of 
Isaiah, which we have already looked at — 
^* wounded for our transgressions; bruised 
for our iniquities," — each of us feels, my 
transgressions — my iniquity must be in that 
" our." In the verse before that one, there 
is another precious "our" — also twice re- 
peated for us ; and, for fear we should pass 
it by, or fancy we must not take it literally, 
our attention is specially called to it. God 
says, " Surely He hath borne our griefs, and 
carried our sorrows." As one of us might 
say, " See ! I really do mean this.'* They 
are very amazing words — if they mean any- 
thing, they mean this : that every sorrow, 
and weariness, and worry that you feel, Jesus 
has actually felt — that very trouble, whatever 
it is. In any and in every grief — even in 
those which others may not think worth 
(filing griefs — HE will be with you, comfort- 
ing you, and making you strong, if you will 
only tell Him that you want Him, 

I hope we have all of us really taken in 
the great, precious truth, that Jesus Christ 
has given to everyone of us that great gift of 
His Deaths when He " gave Himself," and 
answered the solemn riddle that had been 
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found too hard, all down the silent ages. 
Have you, though, ever clearly seen the 
singular preciousness of His Life, growing up 
through our years, to manhood ? Only see 
how much there is for you in this thought ! 
Jesus, we will carefully and reverently bear in 
mind, is God^neyer for one instant of His 
eternal life, Ms been less than God ! " I am 
in the Father and the Father in Me — I and 
My Father are one " (John xiv. ii ; x. 30). 

Now, I can quite understand your having 
committed some fault, or got into some 
difficulty, that you feel as though you couldn^t 
tell your father of— not, indeed, that he is 
stem, but so grave, though good ; and you 
think, "Ah, now, if my elder brother were 
here, I could tell him all about it 1" Well, 
Jesus takes that relationship ; we could see 
that when we were talking about the birth- 
day. 

And that dear little woman there, has a 
quiet thought that it would be nicer still 
to talk it over with some friend of one*s own 
age — sitting with the two little heads close 
together — if only that small friend could help 
one out of the difficulty. Ah, well ; did you 
ever get hold of the beautiful thought of a 
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ChtlS-Christ—hom He grew up through all 
those years, from a baby — it may well have 
been, that He might be able to come and sit 
with children. of all ages; and "feel their 
feelings," while He meets their needs ? 

It seems to me that as regards us grown 
up people, had the Lord Jesus come into the 
world a man in the prime of life, and so, 
taken our nature, and died for the world's 
redemption, our assurance of His sympathy, 
and our confidence in His great salvation, 
need have been no less ; but what a deal of 
sweet comfort you dear little people would 
have missed ! That sturdy little man whose 
temper is a sad trial to him ; that pensive 
little girl who has a sadness in her heart that 
she could not tell us — nor even her big sis- 
ter — may recollect that Jesus was once just 
their age^ and even then, as truly " God our 
Saviour," as when, a few years later. He did 
" mighty works," and " spoke as never man 
spake," in the streets of Jerusalem ; as when 
He fed the multitudes on the shores of the 
Sea of Galilee, or gave back to his sorrowing 
mother the dead lad borne through the gate 
of Nain; "in all points tempted like as we 
are, yet without sin " (i Timothy i. i ; 
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Luke xix. 37 ; John vii. 46, vi.; Luke viL ; 
Hebrews iv. 15). 

That last text must apply to all of you dear 
little ones, as a child of five or of ten often has 
*' points " of trial, not a bit like your parents', 
or mine. When you are very unhappy, any 
of you, or tempted to do something very 
naughty, remember your dear, great Saviour, 
the " Holy Child Jesus " — and just ask Him 
to come and be with you, and let you talk to 
Him. And you too, dear young friends, 
whose troubles, or whose faults, are hardly 
childish ones, and more hard, perhaps, than 
these to tell; bear in mind that through your 
yearsy gathering up all their griefs and their 
temptations, your loving Saviour passed, on 
His life-way to Calvary. Never have a doubt 
that He will strengthen, and calm, and com- 
fort you. Do not think of what you are, or 
are not, but of all He is ; that's what you 
and I have to do : to lay fast hold of the 
precious truth in those childish words of love 
that began our talks. When you come to 
Jesus, be satisfied, since He isy that all your 
weakness and weariness — yes, and your 
wickedness — are His, and that His strength, 
and holiness, and rest are yours. Very 
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marvellous ! but so it is, just because God 
says it is. The wonderfulness of Bible story, 
of God's aresy and what we are through 
them, is far, far beyond all the fairy-tale mar- 
vels that ever have charmed us. 

But, mind, you have to give all your- 
selves to Jesus, before all Himself can be 
yotu-s. Your heart must go to Him, every 
bit and scrap of it, such as it is ; had you as 
many hearts as they credit the cuttle-fish 
with, they must all go. When it's all gone, 
you will have such a heart-fulness of love for 
everybody, as you never would have believed 
you could have. Then you'll feel and meet 
the warmth— just as a thermometer plunged 
into a bowl full of snow, does not rise one 
tiny degree, if you set it before the fire, till 
all the snow is melted; then^ up goes the 
mercury ! Shall we take another and a very 
homely illustration? Did you ever try to 
take up water with a dry sponge ? If you 
make the attempt you will find it anything 
but a success : the little drops run away in 
all directions from the dry, harsh, uninviting 
thing. Now, just moisten your sponge, and 
see how soon those little unwilling drops 
will be gathered into the tiny cells I When 
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your heart is filled with the Love, it will be 
always gathering love into its own fulness; 
and yet will always seem to have room for 
more. 

Will you read what St John says about 
loving one another? His first epistle, we 
may say, is all about love; — I shall leave you 
to find the words, in the 4th chapter : — Yes, 
they are wonderful words ; but it is just what 
one would expect, rather would be sure of. 
Don't forget that " I'm you " follows " You're 
me." When the dear Saviour, who "gave 
Himself for " you, gives Himself to you in 
exchange for that worthless self you have 
given Him, is it at all surprising that you 
should have a heart full of love for all your 
fellow-creatures ? Yes, and for all His crea- 
tures, too; for, let me earnestly press this 
thought upon you, my dear young friends, 
that they who are not kind and loving 
towards dumb animals, upon whom, always 
remember, man's sin brought all their suffer- 
ing; cannot in real earnest have given their 
hearts to Jesus Christ. That, as we have 
Feen, means an exchange of hearts, and 
they certainly have not His heart. 

1 must say a few words on this matter, he* 
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cause I do love the dear dumbies, all of them ; 
and because, though so solemnly important, 
it is so little thought about No boy or girl 
who is not humane, can be a brother or a sis- 
ter of Jesus — ^take that as a rule that has no 
exception. And I would like you to bear in 
mind that feeding the robins and sparrows, and 
calling them pretty funny names, or making 
much of pets — a darling "Skye," with the 
longest and roughest of bodies, and no legs 
to speak of; or "such a love of a kitten"; 
while you don't care a bit what is done to an 
unfortunate little mouse, or to a spider or a 
cockroach — does not make a humane child, 
nor a humane grown-up either. God^s "ten- 
der mercies are over all His works" (Psalm 
cxlv. 9) ; and so must yours be, if you wish to 
be like Him here, and hope to be " like Him " 
" when He appears." 1 have often felt there 
is something almost awful in the thought of 
these speechless creatures whom God "careth 
for," whose wordless complaint He hears, and 
whose wrongs He will as surely judge as our 
other unbrought sins, — being among us. As 
some thoughtful lover of dumb animals has 
said, we really, through God's Word, know 
more of the nature and the inner life of angels, 
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than of the familiar, speechless companions 
of our homes ! 

And, I say, don't be calling our dumb 
friends " stupid," because they do not always 
understand us any better than we can under- 
stand them. I don't profess to understand 
donkey language, but, possibly, when those 
intelligent long-eared gentry want to express 
their strong sense of a companion's want 
of gumption, they say "Oh, you boy!" or 
" What a great girl you are !" 

I daresay some of you have microscopes : — 
Many of those creatures whose lives, perhaps, 
you think nothing of, if you look at them, 
enclosed in a glass box, through a good mag- 
nifier, will so amaze you by tjhe marvels of 
their structure, especially if you have ob- 
served their habits, that you will wonder how 
you could ever have thought lightly of destroy- 
ing anything so full of beauty, and so mar- 
vellously fitted for the life God has appointed 
to each ; and I think, too, dears, you may 
get some wonderful lessons for your own 
lives, out of some of them. 

I hope you will, many of you, when, please 
God, you grow up, be active members of the 
" Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
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to Animals," and I do wish that every girl 
and boy of you would now become members 
of the " Band of Mercy," which we may call 
the Children's branch of the R. S. P. C. A. 
There is, by-the-by, such a nice little half- 
penny magazine. The Band of Mercy Advo- 
cate^ charmingly illustrated, and with many 
amusing -anecdotes of animals, published 
monthly by Partridge, Paternoster Row. 
Only, if you join, determine to be real work- 
ing members^ always on the look-out for an 
opportunity of protecting some poor creature, 
domestic animal or wild animal, bird, or fish, 
or insect, from ill-treatment, or saving it suf- 
fering; or of speaking up for the dear dumbies. 
Never be ashamed to show true sympathy 
with a suffering dumb creature, nor afraid to 
say an eager word in its behalf. I should 
like to give you a whole lot of stories about 
horses, and donkeys, and dogs, and other 
creatures — some of them personal recollec- 
tions ; but we have had a biggish talk on this 
subject already, though not, I think, too big 
a one ; and I want to say a little about one 
or two other very important things, before I 
let you off; but we'll have a bit of a break, 
anyhow. 

F 
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They speak to us many a wonderful word, 
That our ears and our brains are dull to know x 

Only the sound of their speech is heard — 
** Dumb"? I suppose we must call them so. • 

Why, you would be " dumb," and so should I, 
With some strange tribe in the far-off West ; 

Our eloquence just an unmeaning cry — 
** Songs without words " — our vocal best I 

Hear we no voice in the ringing neigh, 
In the plantive bleat, or the joyous bark ? 

Has the tender nightingale nothing to say- 
Nothing the glad, up-springing lark ? 

These, and answering hoot, and low, wild wail. 
In gray old woods, by the lonely shore ; 

And"the sea-birds' cry thro' the strengthening gale, 
And the tiny squeak from beneath the floor ; 

And insect-chirpings in summer grass, — 
All are plain speech — each need has prayers 

For Him to whose ear the full words pass 
In angel language, or ours, or theirs. 

"Oh, hasn't she speaking eyes?" we say 
Of some dear little friend we love to greet : 

With as true and speechful— blue, brown, or gray — 
Dear " dumb " companions our glances meet. 

And the eyes that were brimming with trust and love. 
In the dim up-look of their cruel pain ; 

That eyes searching and cold, to no pity move, 
Do not speak in the face of God^ in vain! 

In His awfal book, written deep and clear. 
The words of their voiceless anguish stand : 

Many those words must, shuddering, hear. 
If the page be not swept by a Saviour's Hand I 
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And it may be, that soothing words you said 
To God's poor " dumb " ones, and deeds untold, 

In that day when amazing things are read, 
Shall be found on another page enscrolled. 

They tell us no grain, nor drop, nor breath, 
Has ever been lost — it is somewhere now : — 

Perhaps that love unthotight of\s forming a wreath, 
For the wonder-joy of some fair young brow. 

We were saying that we might get many a 
lesson from some of those creatures we think 
so insignificant, but which are so marvellous. 
And here is one of them, which brings us 
back to that very important question of 
prayer. We spoke of prayer, you remember, 
in our first talk, what it was — well, here is 
one improved "object lesson" for us. I 
must tell you, though, the idea isn't mine ; 
I got it from a gifted Scotch preacher. 
He speaks of a little insect commonly 
called the water-spider — you may often 
have seen it spinning about on the 
surface of pools — which has the wonderful 
habit of gathering air round itself. So 
clothed, it descends to the bottom of the 
pool, and there the little diver moves about, 
dry, and quite at ease, protected in the 
stagnant, bitter water, by his crystal dress. 
Just such a protection, the writer says, is 
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prayer. So much of heaven's atmosphere, 
transparent, and unseen by others, is gathered 
round those who pray; as will keep them 
from all that is evil in the world — and they 
can always get a fresh supply above ! Isn't 
it a pretty thought ? and we get it from what 
you would very likely have called " one of 
those nasty little things"! 

Well, now, dearies, we must get our rules 
for praying from the Bible, — of course we 
must Why, if we wanted to present a petition 
to the Queen, and did not quite know how to 
set about it, we should go to some book that 
would tell us the proper forms to be ob- 
served. Now, the Bible is our hand-book 
to the Court and Throne of the King ; and 
in it we have, not only the rules for our 
approach, but the King's own promises to 
hear our petitions, and the assurance of His 
power to give us ever so much over and above 
all we can ask Him for. 

"Just as we are," as the old hymn says, 
we must come. I recollect a touching story 
about a poor, dear little girl who was dying in 
a wretched cellar in some London alley: — 
When a lady was reading to her that sweet 
ever-new story of the Prodigal Son, in the 
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15th chapter of St. Luke's Gospel, and got to 
the 19th verse, she said, "Oh, but didn't he 
clean himself first?" — ^just the one thing, 
that none of us can do ! Isn't it a happy 
thought, though, that our praying is our 
coming? and "him that cometh to Me," 
says Jesus Christ, " I will in nowise cast out 
(John vi. 37). 

Now, there's one rule given, that may 
rather perplex us ; this one : " Pray without 
ceasing" (i Thessalonians v. 16). Do you 
know, I think here, our little insect friend we 
have been talking about, may give us a good 
hint? (I'm so glad I thought of him, just after 
we had been speaking of loving " all creatures, 
great and small." He is not for ever getting 
his air-bubbles about him, but walks about 
for some time in what he has got on, doing, no 
doubt, his proper business, whatever it may 
be ; and he comes up for more when he wants 
it. And that command certainly does not 
mean that our knees are to be always bent, 
and our hands folded ; but that our hearts 
are ever to be towards God. Then^ if a 
sudden difficulty or danger should come 
upon you, a quick up-thought will be a 
prayer — listened for and answered. In the 
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6th verse of the 4th Philippians, you will find 
another rule : — Nothing too small to need 
God's help — ^nothing too great for its strength 
and fulness : and there is a wonderfully 
precious promise following this rule. But 
though we are not to take literally that text in 
Thessalonians, nor some others like it, let us 
never^ dear little friends, venture to begin a 
day's work, or a day's pleasure, without our first 
supply of air. And like God's morning gifts 
to us of tender tints, and sweetest scents, and 
bird-voices, we get His " mercies," and His 
"compassions," in their earliest freshness. 
The plaintive old prophet, Jeremiah, tells us 
they are "new every morning" (Lamentations 
iii. 23). 

Nor, surely, may we ever trust ourselves 
in the arms of "Death's solemn sister," 
Sleep, without asking Him who " will not 
slumber " (Psalm cxxi. 3), to have us in His 
keeping. Just look at the last verse of 
another Psalm (the 4th), and think a little 
over the " for " in it, and the " only." 

Here is our last rule, which is rule and 
promise in one. Our Lord Himself gave it 
to us. If we do not bear it in mind, we may 
be on our knees until they are hard, and our 
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clasped hands are stiff, and get nothing at 
all. Who will find it ? It is in St. Matthew, 
the 2ist chapter, and begins with "And all 
things." Yes; that's our rule; very plain, 
isn't it ? And there is one very like it in St. 
Mark, the nth chapter, and 24th verse — 
" What things soever ye desire, when ye pray, 
believe that ye receive, and ye shall have." 
What \ Pve left out two little words ? Yes ; 
if you look again, youll see they are in 
italics, that means, you know, they are not 
in the Greek, and the text is so much better 
without them. We talked a little about be- 
lieving, and made out, you remember, that 
"believe" was just another word for "take," 
or " have "; and so it is exactly, you see, in 
this very precious text. When we pray, God 
answers by giving, if not the very thing we 
ask for, all the goodness of ity in something 
else ; and we lift up our poor, weak, soiled 
hands, just to receive what God, who waits to 
be gracious, has ready for us (Isaiah xxx. 18). 
Our asking will never be beyond God's 
giving ; but we must let Him give us what 
He pleases — when He pleases. 

Perhaps you dear children's hands are 
soonest filled — ^you make so sure God means 
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to fill them. I so like the " believing " of 
that little thing I read of somewhere, who 
said, "When I pray, God says, * Stop, angels, 
while I hear a little noise !' * What noise ? ' 
*A little girl's noise !' Then the angels do 
just so" — screwing her small lips up quite 
tight—" till I say * Amen.'" 

I have read many child-prayers that had a 
hold in them I have envied, but cannot now 
recollect them ; but I must tell you of one 
that I remember, and I trust, ever shall, 
though I never knew the words — with affec- 
tionate gratitude ; for I love to believe that 
dear child's artless asking, had much to do 
with my deliverance from a position of some 
danger, at the time of the last Carlist war, out 
of which there looked no way of escape. At 
a week-day service held in the city where she 
lived, the circumstances in which I was 
placed, were spoken of with sympathy and 
concern by some who were present, at the 
close of the meeting; and as they were 
separating, the little girl, who was then about 
ten years of age, said, in the surprise of 
simple, loving faith, "Ar'n't you going to ask 
God to take my dear friend out of prison ?" — 
and they all remained to pray with^her, for 
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me— it may well have been, to pray me out, 
I wish you would look out for yourselves 
some texts about prayer. Here are a very 
few to begin with : i Chronicles iv. 10 ; Psalm 
Ixv. 2; IxxxvL 7; xcL 15; Isaiah xli. 17; 
Ixv. 24; Zechariah xiiL 9; Ephesians iil 20; 
I John V. 14, 15. Those of you who have 
reference Bibles will easily find many others. 
That one in the 65th chapter of Isaiah is a 
very remarkable one— I think we must read 
it now: "Before they call I will answer." 
So comforting to know that God hears the 
unspoken words we are too troubled, or 
heartsore, or weary, to utter ! Isn't this a 
nice thought for any one of you, when you're 
very ill — your poor head all giddy and weak, 
and you feel — " Oh, dear, I've not been able 
to get three thoughts together all day — I 
couldn't pray a bit" — ^that God has been 
hearing all you would have said to Him ? I 
think His closest, warmest clasp of love is 
round His child who can only look up in His 
face I 

And now, to end this talk of ours about 
prayer : Do, all of you, take Jesus quite into 
your confidence^ and tell Him everything. 
Don't forget what we have been saying 
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of His knowing all about children's troubles 
and young people's troubles; and if you 
feel you can't tell yours to Him, get thought- 
ful over it. Ask yourself, " Have I really 
taken Jesus as my own Friend at all? I 
know I should like to talk this over with 
dear old Frank, or with Katie — ^why not with 
Him ?" You may want Him so badly some 
day, perhaps soon. Heavy sorrows darken 
bright young faces, and chill young hearts, as 
they do older ones; but they cannot crush 
those who are one with Jesus, who "surely* 
has borne once those very griefs, and can 
never be bowed bythe weightof a sorrowagain. 
And never, never forget, dear young friends 
of mine, that all your sin too, was "laid on 
Him "; that, as you and as /, He bore all 
the sins of our lives, and all the wrath that 
lay on everyone of them ; and that so, " if 
we confess our sins," God is " faithful and 
just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us 
from all unrighteousness" (i John i. 9). 
Wonderful words they are ; they seem almost 
too wonderful for us — but how strong! I 
heard a sweet story of a little girl who, when 
she was dying, said to her Sunday-school 
teacher : " Oh, teacher, I'm so glad of God's 
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justice I" " You mean His love^ dear," re- 
plied the teacher, with a less clear under- 
standing of these words we have just read, 
than her little scholar had. " No, teacher," 
she insisted, " Yi^vs justice; God killed Jesus, 
and He won't kill me I" Don't you think 
that happy little girl had quite taken in the 
beauty and the " all fulness " of the thought 
in "I'm you"? But we may not lose sight 
of that " if." We must " confess our sins :" — 
none, indeed, too great to be forgiven, as 
none too tiny to need forgiveness : a fes- 
tered finger may keep you as restless as a 
fractured arm. 

"... But I've told Jesus Christ all about 
it." With a tearful smile, so ended the 
telling to her nearest earthly friend, of wild 
words, spoken from a fiery nature and a sick, 
weary brain, by a dear child who now, 
through many of our slowly-counted years — 
they have no reckoning where she is — has 
been quietly at home with Him who was 
"everything" to her: all whose speechless 
creatures'(I must just tell you that) she loved 
with the truest tenderness I have ever known. 
She was so sure of His love that she could not 
have a doubt of His forgiveness. And never 
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keep a stH by you : think how foolish to do 
so ! Why, you would not leave yesterday's 
dust on your clothes: — will you be less 
daintily careful over your souls ? 



CHAPTER VII. 

"l DO IT ONLY." 

" Oh 1 I'm sure tkafs not grammar ; it's 
every bit as bad as Minnie." So you think 
youVe caught me ? I'm almost sorry not to 
let you have a small "crow" over me too. 
No, it's not Linley Murray grammar, but it's 
Bechuana grammar; at least, I suppose we 
may take Livingstone's authority for it. 
That adverb is very odd certainly ; I imagine 
what our African friends mean is, that they 
just do it, whatever " it " may be. Now, I'm 
not going rashly to say, " Well done, Bech- 
uanas ! let's all go in for that !" I should 
have your papas and mammas down upon 
me, I'm afraid : but it's a splendid motto, used 
" judgmatically." When there's something 
to be done, that is the right thing to do, and 
the thought slips in : " Oh, but what will they 
think ?" then's the chance for " I do it only." 
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I don't like " they," not a bit. A highly 
respectable pronoun, no doubt, when it keeps 
to its proper duty, as every decent part of 
speech should ; but when it tries to keep 
other people from theirs, a most objection- 
able party. "They'' has (or have, which 
should it be ?) a French connection even less 
creditable, since he never is out and straight- ■ 
forward. I say "he"; but one never knows 
whether The/s foreign connection " On " is 
Madame, Mademoiselle, or Monsieur — either, 
neither, or both, perhaps most often the 
second of the latter three. This same shuf- 
fling, never to be got at, impersonal personal 
pronoun is for ever busy, too, in Germany, 
Italy, Spain, and, iVe no doubt, in Lapland 
and Cochin China — unsafe alike everywhere. 
That little girl must, I fancy, have been 
thinking of " they," who, when asked to ex- 
plain the Ninth Commandment, answered : 
" Nobody does nothing, and somebody goes 
and tells of it." 

Now, dear girls and boys, I want you to 
have a thorough contempt for " they " in any 
land or language; and before that uncom- 
fortable pronoun can get beyond : "Oh I 
but — ," to shut up the precious little speech 
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with **I do it only.'* What do you say? 
" Let's have a bit of talk about * only.' '* 
Well, there are some JSible onlies we shall 
want to look at, but well walk out two or 
three others first We shall, I expect, get 
some particularly nice thinking out of the 
little word, and some that is very solemn too. 
We will remember, of course, for the sake 
of our grammar, that it is not always an 
adverb ; but need not " overly" trouble our- 
selves about its style and quality. 

" Only just," " Only this once !" Oh, the 
thousands of people, boys and girls, and 
grown-up people alike, those two dreadful 
onlies have brought to grief; have robbed of 
fortune, and home, and love; have locked 
up, and starved, and done for, in both 
worlds ! Why, I do believe that nearly 
every sin which becomes the fatal habit of a 
life, and every sorrow we bring upon ourselves, 
had its beginning in one or other of those 
whispered onlies. Who whispered ? Satan, 
And here, I am going to say something, you 
dear young people may think so odd. I 
want you all to believe in Satan, The devil is 
awtuUy real ; yes, he is as real as Jesus Christ 
Himself, who, we are told, was " manifested, 
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that He might destroy the works of the 
devil" He came for that very purpose, and 
He only could destroy one of those " works '* 
we think so little of. In the same chapter 
(i John iii) we read, " He was manifested to 
take away our sins^ and you know, .we are 
told in another place, that Jesus Christ came — 
** to save sinners," so these expressions must 
all mean the same thing. Our being saved, is 
just our being taken from Satan ; his works, 
to get us or to keep us — destroyed. 

The Bible tells us, too, that Satan is "the 
Prince of the Power of the Air." Now these 
are very remarkable words ; let us see what 
we can get from them. The air, you know, 
or the atmosphere, is all around us, some- 
thing like sixteen pounds upon each square 
inch of every one of us, which comes to 
some tons. Only, because it is pressing at 
the same time in every direction, upwards, 
downwards, and sideways, the vast weight 
resists as it is resisted; and so we know 
nothing about it, — ^though an air-pump would 
soon make us feel it That's the power of 
the air ; and Satan^s power is ever upon us 
and all round about us, and terribly busy 
with us ; but there is a great difference : 
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pressure in one direction is not making up 
for pressure in another. We may not feel 
this awful force any more than we do that of 
the atmosphere ; but it is steadily weighting 
us down; and Christ alone can bear us up 
against this tremendous power. The ^^power^^ 
of Satan ! Why, just think 1 he drew un- 
counted thousands of the strong, pure angels 
from heaven, to follow him into hopeless 
ruin ; and when our Saviour was on earth, 
he dared to come and tempt Him, though 
he knew that He was God ! as we read in 
the three first Gospels. What chance can 
we have against such a being ? Not so much 
as the youngest child among you would have 
against a Samson or a Goliath. 

And he is so awfully clever as well as 
strong. " All deceivableness " is his ; he is 
" that old serpent " and " a roaring lion " in 
one. And we actually very often make fun 
of this terrible Satan ! What does he want 
with us? He only wants our souls, those 
souls that Christ fought him to the death to 
save ! He will say he has a right to them ; 
and he will speak fearful truth of all who 
have not let Jesus Christ buy them back. 

But this awesome spirit is only too strong 
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and too clever, for those who are all by them- 
selves. "Resist the devil," we are told, 
" and he will flee from you "; and the same 
text tells us of the help we must have, and 
niay certainly have^ to put him to flight If 
Jesus has drawn nigh to you, ah ! then^ he 
has not a bit of power — ^there is no strength 
left in him ; the tiniest of you, dears, could 
more easily rout a whole army of Goliaths 
and Samsons, than can Satan do you the 
very least harm, if you have Jesus with you. 
And now we must have Bible for all this ; we 
will look out by and by these texts : i Timothy 
i. 15 ; Ephesians ii. 2 ; 2 Thessalonians ii. 10 ; 
Revelation xii. 9; i Peter v. 8 ; Luke xi. 21 ; 
Ephesians vL n, 12 ; James iv. 7, 8. 

Such a plaintive little "only": "Only 
little me ! what can I do ?" Oh, any 
amount of brave, beautiful work, if " L. M." 
just goes at it with a will Every big thing 
in the world is made up of little things : the 
big world itself, for that matter, of particles, 
or grains if you like ; the grandest pavement 
in the world is made up (or was) of wee bits 
of many-coloured stone. But I do not 
merely say for your comfort, that all your 
little bits of work put together, may make up 
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something grand, but that they may be grand 
work in themselves. .Little services may be 
very^ very precious: a pill-box full of dia- 
monds and rubies is worth a good many 
waggon loads of coals. A very little water, 
forced through a tiny hole, will lift many 
hundred tons ; such a little pressure on the 
tiller will change the great ship's course ; a 
child's hand upon the " governor " shall set 
dancing and whirling a thousand busy wheels 
and spindles, or start an express train ; and 
I have read of two glorious little fingers, that, 
wedged in the leak of a great dyke through 
the long, cold night, saved a city from des- 
truction. The farthing candle, burning 
brightly and steadily in a cottage window on 
some lone, rocky shore, may save full many a 
precious life, that the voices of the whole 
parish, with fifty eloquent preachers among 
them, could never reach. " Let your light 
so shine," dearies. 

But, oh dear, " Only little me " can do a 
sad deal of harm too. Little bullets kill as 
surely as big cannon balls. Less water than 
lifts the tons will, where it ought not to be, hurl 
the molten metal far and wide, scattering 
death and ruin all around I don't suppose 
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you're going to kill people ? No, no, I hope 
not ; it needn't be so bad as that \ but just 
as one small drop of some horrid stuff (I 
won't bother you with its chemical name), 
allowed to escape from a bottle, will half 
suffocate a church full of people ; so a little 
word, let out of two small lips, may make 
other little voices very choky, and little 
hearts very sad. And so may the one 
wanted loving word, that never got said after 
all; which "They" very likely had some- 
thing to do with. The little things not done 
make sad onlies. Only a little word un- 
spoken? Yes, and only a little handle 
unturned, a little buckle unfastened, a little 
mesh of broken wire unmended, may wreck 
a train, or lose a battle, or fire a mine 1 

Well, well, I don't know but what our 
talk is getting rather uncomfortable : shall 
we look at one or two Bible onlies to end 
it ? That grand old soldier of Jesus Christ, 
the apostle Paul, in the 4th chapter of 
his second Epistle to the Corinthians, has 
these words : " Our light affliction which is 
but for a moment." The "but" has here 
the sense of our word "only." Now we'll 
turn to the nth chapter of the same epistle, 
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to see what this "light affliction" was; wholl 
read the verses, the 22nd to the 28th ? And 
St. Paul had, I suppose, something like twenty 
years of it ! — and if all the years that he lived 
before he " came near Damascus," had been 
full of the same, depend upon it, he would 
have put them and their " affliction " all into 
the "moment." We must not lose sight of the 
"weight" the "light affliction" "worketh":— 
Be sure, deats, to finish the verse. Ours, 
then, is "only" a moment life — a very 
"small moment" it may be; — whether it 
will have in it many or few years, we are not 
to know; but be they few or many, the 
"moment" that holds all the certainties 
of our " for ever," is no worthless, contempt- 
ible thing. This life of ours is only small, 
in comparison of the vast life to follow ; only 
poor and pitiful, if made so by being wasted. 
It has been said, and with much solemn 
truth in the words, " A grain of sand is a 
part of the earth, a drop of water is a part of 
the ocean, but a million of years or of lives 
is no part of eiernity,^^ For those who 
have Christ with them in it, this moment life 
of ours is a part of their eternity — a drop of 
its "all fulness." You dear young friends of 
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mine, Do make "certain sure " that you have 
taken Jesus— ^^^//y Himself , and "Jesus 
only," as your very own Saviour. You re- 
member, "only believe" means "only" take. 
Take His hand — now feeling for every little 
hand that has not yet clasped His own. It 
would be so very, very terrible a cry upon 
any poor lips, when that loving, lingering 
hand is drawn back : " If I had only — I" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

WHAT WE DO WITH IT. 

** God gave thy soul brave wings ; put not those 
feathers 
Into a bed, to sleep out all ill weathers." 

Our old friend George Herbert shall begin 

this Talk for us. Without intending it, we 

seem to have got hold of the first part of our 

bit of Bechuana, for a sort of a text — the 

"do." Well, what do we "do" with this 

" but for a moment " life of ours ? A good 

many of us I'm afraid, do just nothing — we 

put the feathers " into a bed," and when we 

yawn ourselves awake, find by the calendar 

that we have made a long nap of it. Or, at 

best, we lead about as interesting lives as 

jelly-fish, which, you know, are little more 
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than threads and sea water; or, perhaps, 
those smooth, round, hard blobs of existence, 
which we find in rock-pools when the tide is 
out I don't wish to be disrespectful to 
these particularly long-named creatures, 
whose sounding Greek always gets irrever- 
ently shortened into "mes:" I indeed 
admire them, and much like their feel \ but 
their doing really seems very limited, though 
they have "any number" of arms. Others 
among us may do nothing in a more ener- 
getic way, — something like those most eccen- 
tric little eyeless bird-heads I have read of, 
which the microscope shows us, in another 
of the curious forms of lower animal life, 
found in the sea-depths, — that are for ever 
bowing and beak-snapping; and that have 
not, so far as observant naturalists can dis- 
cover, the smallest call or occasion for such 
perpetual politeness. 

Now, we won't point at one another as we 
go on ; I might get a great many more little 
fingers in my direction than I should like : 
we will only give ourselves small admonishing 
pokes from time to time. Oh, I wish some- 
one would ask me a question about this 
doing! . . . Don't I think we ought to try and 
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get OQ in the world? Ah, now, that does 
start us — it takes us out of the rock-pool 
anyhow. I once heard a great preacher in 
the North say he didn't find anything in the 
Bible about getting on^ but a great deal about 
getting up. Now, I don't know that it's 
quite fsdr — but Fm going to ask my bright 
young friend there, who I fancy is well able 
to take care of herself, another question, by 
way of answering hers. What do you say to 
giving up the next five years of your life to 
lawn tennis? You'd be sure to become a 
splendid player, all the ladies' clubs would 
want to have you. I've no doubt you would 
get a good many bracelets and little silver 
racquet-brooches, and all sorts of pretty things 
— well, you do think that a stupid question : 
why, of course, you have to get on with yoiu: 
music, your French and German, and 
algebra, and physical geography, and science, 
and a lot of other things : how would you 
ever pass an examination, do I suppose? 
Oh, I don't suppose you'd ever go in for 
one — why should you ? You really have no 
patience with me — fancy anyone living for a 
game 1 I fancy, my dear young friend, a 
good many of us are just so stupid as all 
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that ; though I don't for a moment mean to 
say you are. You're quite right about the 
studies; — I believe in work, — "I do so,'' 
There's nothing in the world like it; very 
certainly this wonderful little life of ours was 
not meant to be spent in the playground: 
I'm always so glad Adam was allowed tc 
bring his garden-tools with him out of Eden. 
There is a Bible command, " Work," as well 
as "Believe" (Matthew xxL 28); and there 
is, therefore, real peril in laziness. " Drawl " 
and "Crawl" are two dreadful creatures. 
" Do nothing " is dangerous in the extreme. 
Just read in the 19th chapter of Luke the 
story of that slothful servant. He not only 
got no cities,' but he was heavily punished ; 
his napkin was his utter ruin. His nothing- 
doing was actual sin, for he was told to worky 
and the saddest part of it was, he seems not 
to have had any idea that it was sin, till his 
Lord came, and he was bound hand and 
foot, and never again had a possibility of 
work 1 Do all sorts of things, so long 33 
they are the right things, and keep on doing 
them ; only let it be all real work. If you 
are carving a lion, be sure it is a carved lion, 
and not "a beautiful sleeping bull-pup in 
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marble," that gets the "first prize in art." 
Put all your brain as well as your muscle 
into your work : they make up your " might " 
between them, and we read the command : 
" Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might " (Ecclesiastes ix. 10). Don't 
you like that "thy"? Dear little Amy 
there, can put out " might " in carrying that 
basket of nice things to some sick old body, 
as truly as that very astonishing railway 
porter does, who carries a box that must 
weigh over two hundredweight, right across 
to the other platform. Weak or strong, 
you'll have to put out all your "might" in your 
life-work and your life-fight Like that 
"much young man" we read of in the 
delightful story of King Arthur, who in his 
combat with another knight, "did full 
actually, and smote oflf his head quite'*; 
mind you, all of you, do "full actually." 
Only, in all our doing, if it is to be worth 
anything — if it is to be true work : — one hand 
must be held. 

For when alFs said and done, when the 
examinations are passed, and the prizes and 
certificates gained, and the young years of 
brave, earnest study have had their fullest 
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reward through many following years in 
" the world ; " there comes a startling ques- 
tion — not mine — you must look for it in the 
5th chapter of the old prophet Jeremiah : 
"What will ye do in the end thereof?" 
True, you have got all you tried so hard for ; 
but that question suggests a hard sum. — ^As, 
say, fifty years are to Eternity, so is their 
fulness of success to — what shall be our 
fourth term ? How are we to work out so vast 
a value, or so stupendous a loss, as the 
second insists on for a quotient ? Do you 
not call to mind a problem something like 
this, in three of the Gospels \ that our Saviour 
Himself gave us; — to which all the great 
intellects of all the following ages, to this 
day, have found no answer ? Many of you 
dear boys, I know, have your pulses stirred 
by thoughts of high deeds you will do, of 
books you will write, of great discoveries, and 
splendid speeches you will make, by and by ; 
— right you are : 

"... Who aimeth at the sky 
Shoots higher much than he that means a tree." 

May you be spared for noble work and high 

success ; the more grand things you do, the 

better, I hope, the poor old world will be for 
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them, long after you have crossed the river ; 
but "in the end thereof" how much better 
are you to be yourselves ? "I looked on all 
the works that my hands had wrought, and 
on the labour that I had laboured to do; 
and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of 
spirit, and no profit under the sun. Vanity 
of vanities, — all vanity " (Ecclesiastes ii. 1 1 ; 
xii. 8). That's how Solomon sums it all up ! 
Say you have any number of learned letters 
after your name, and any number of dignified 
ones before it ; — some of them may be made 
out on your tombstone a century hence, but 
they will be yours in their worthiest pride, 
** but for a moment." That's all " getting 
on"; it may be getting others on as well as 
yourselves, — but there's no " getting up " in 
it. If you're not too tired of my talk, let's 
have an illustration. 

There's a lofty mountain you have been 
looking forward to climbing. You have- 
thought, " How glorious it will be to go right 
above the clouds, and look over I don't know 
how many counties 1" At last you have 
reached its foot, and off you start for the 
summit. — a little later in the day than you had 
meant to begin the ascent, but you have 



,y Google 



92 ^^ You're Me, and Pm You!* 

hours enough before you for it. A little way 
up the first slope is reared a ladder — a long 
one, too — why it was ever put there you 
can't, for the life of you, imagine ; but any- 
how, there it is, and you mean to go up it. 
Not a bit of use your doing so — the thing 
stands away from your path ; but you must 
have a try at it. It's rather tottery, and half 
the rungs seem to be broken; but that, of 
course, makes the thing more attractive — all 
the more fun in it : and after a good many 
failures and slips — some of them rather nar- 
row ones — there you are, perched on the top 
of your ladder, though it's rather awkward 
holding on — some thirty feet above the 
ground, no doubt, — but how about the three 
thousand and odd you have to go? You 
are really no higher up — no nearer the 
mountain's summit, even by those few yards I 
You have got up to the top of the ladder, 
certainly, and it was not easy work, either; 
and now — you just have to go down again, to 
get into the track! Thafs not standing 
above the clouds, and drinking in the view 1 
You've been such a time, too, over the pre- 
cious feat ; if you get down without a fall, 
the sun will be off the topmost peak half-an- 
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hour before you can reach it You must 
leave it for to-day, anyhow; and to-morrow 
the clouds may be down all day, and your 
excursion ticket will be out, the day after. 

You don't think that ladder-story of mine 
a very good one — the ladder might have led 
somewhere ! Well, perhaps after all, it did. 
It might have been carried there, and set up 
with no small trouble, by someone who 
wanted to get at some stones that glittered 
so like gold, but were only pyrites (some of 
you who have gone in for mineralogy, can 
tell the little ones what that is) or to see if 
there wasn't a raven's nest up in the cleft 
there. You'll admit, at all events, // did 
nothing towards getting up the mountain ? 
And that is what you wanted to do; and 
what I want all you dear children to do — 
up, up, up — till you stand in the light that 
has no setting 1 

We have not quite done with the work 
yet, but will try and say something new about 
it in our next hoped-for Talk. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

CARRYING OUT STONES. 

It's dusty, undignified work, — but we must 
have the stones. They're building a new 
Town Hall in the city square, from the 
designs of the tip-top architect of the day ; 
and nearly everybody in passing, stops to 
admire the deep, shadowy arches, and quaint 
gables, and the slender spirelets lifted 
against the sky, and the delicate carving of 
the city arms above the central porch : and 
some who have been abroad, are "reminded" 
of Venice, or Malines, or Nuremberg, to the 
instruction and admiration of untravelled 
bystanders. All of a sudden, the pausing 
carriages have to move on, and the clustering 
foot-passengers, travelled and untravelled, 
scatter back, as a heavy cart rumbles into the 
square. A pull at a pin, and a hasty tilt up ; 
a roar — and dimly seen through a rising 
column of red dust, that for a few seconds 
hides the graceful building, move off two 
figures, and the righting cart, to fetch some 
more stones. Those two men, faces, hands. 
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and clothing the same colour as then: de- 
livered load, will never be thought of, any 
more than their horse and cart, at the open- 
ing of the Town Hall, when they drink 
healths and make speeches; but without 
their weary, dingy doing, there would have 
been no place for the architect's thought noi 
the sculptor's skill. For that matter — I like, 
you see, to get in a word for my dear dumb- 
ies — I don't know what they'd have done 
without the horse either, though they cer- 
tainly will not bring him into a speech. 

I've a deal of sympathy, do you know, 
with those two unconsidered fellows? I 
have so often felt, sometimes, perhaps, with 
foolish regret and murmuring, — that all my 
own poor tries at work have just been, at 
best, carrying out a few stones. I hope, 
indeed, that higher, nobler, recognized doing 
may be yours ; but if the cart and the dusty 
tramp are all that is given to you in the 
uprearing of the " building fitly framed to- 
gether" — that "groweth," don't envy the 
skilled workmen their merited praise, — even if 
the people, who stop to look, say your horrid 
dust chokes them. There would have been 
nothing to stop to look at — without the 
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stones I Maybe, your part of the work shall 
not be the least thought of, when the "Tem- 
ple " stands complete, and the " headstone " 
is brought forth " with shoutings " (Ephesians 
ii. 21 ; Zechariah iv. 7). 

We are talking now of the truest work — 
work for Christ ; and we will not forget, dear- 
ies, that when you are working for the Master, 
He is working with you ; so it can never 
be dreary, lonely work — whether carrying 
out the stones, or carving them : only, mind, 
if you have the carving to do, there must be, 
or rather, there should be, no ideas of honour 
and glory in your work; but the one 
thought, with its helpfulness of patient hope, 
" I think it will please Him:' The thought, 
" Oh, dear, there's been such a deal of self 
in it all," does so sadly take all the happiness 
out of our work : only, if we could get rid of 
every leastest bit. of self, should we have its 
fullest joy — but there the wretched old self 
always is I 

There is a queer, eccentric creature you 
may find on the shore when the tide is out, 
sometimes " all there " — as often without him- 
self, — we will call him by his common name 
of the Sea Cucumber, though, of course, he 
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has a learned one — all Greek — for special 
society. This individual has a most enviable 
faculty of literally turning himself inside out, 
parting with his digestive organs, and all the 
rest of his " personalty," and being pleasant- 
ly, for a season, just an* empty bag. That's 
getting rid of self isn't it? And that's what 
we want to do — ^get rid of ourselves^ outright 
and altogether; only, we must never get 
our old selves, or something exactly like 
those selves, back again; as, in due time, our 
friend S. C. gets back all his comical white 
inside. 

Never let us fancy that success is the only 
thing to be thought of, or rewarded. Trying 
is the main thing. That, indeed, is all we 
can certainly do of ourselves; all beyond 
that must be given. Our cart, even, may 
break down on its way from the quarry or 
the quay, to the city square. Never mind ; 
we started with our load of stones ; we could 
not help the wheel coming off: — of course, 
we looked to our wheels before we set off. I 
believe we most of us, my dear young friends, 
think a deal too much about success — I 
know I have done so, all through life. After 
all, succeeding is not necessarily high doing. 
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Which was the hero : the man who plunged 
into the deep, rushing water, to rescue that 
drowning child — who never reached it, but 
was with difficulty drawn out, bruised and 
cut, and half-dead himself ; or the one who, 
from the safe shore, successfully threw the 
rope ? Which deserves the medal ? 

There are few of us, I fear, who fairly and 
fully give ourselves to the Lord's work — 
whose life is consecration, I am sure there 
must be a marvellous joy in such a given 
life, but you must take another's word for it 
Listen ! Here is what One says who did so 
give her whole self to her Saviour, who is 
now with Him in His home ; and who ever 
seemed more humbled in the thought of her 
" whole-hearted," loyal, loving self-giving, 
than we, many of us, are in the conscious- 
ness of our half-hearted failure. 

"Always, only, for my King!" The all 

for Jesus must, you see, be only for Jesus. 

She, of whom we are speaking, so hated the 

idea of giving " the chips and shavings of 

life "to Him. 

" Take my life, and let it be 
Ever, only, all for Thee !" 

These are the words of our dear friend. 
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Frances Ridley Havergal, — I say "our" 
friend, for she so lovingly loved young people, 
that you all had an unknown share in her 
affection. The resolve these words imply, 
" lifted her whole life into sunshine." 

" Yes, but you'll have to give up ever so 
many things, I can tell you, if you're going 
in for religion like that;" Someone (a near 
connection of our dreadful old acquaintance 
" They") will be sure to say to you, if you are 
resolved to be "right down and thorough 
going" for Christ— "To give up!" Well, 
we will not contradict Someone at once — not 
out of love, though. You must leave any- 
body or anything standing up, you know, if 
it's only for half a minute — to knock that 
thing or that body down ; and we do mean to 
knock "someone " down, quite flat, and to 
pull that dismal old prophecy of his to pieces, 
and see what we can make of the bits. 

You'll have to "give up" all the things 
not worth keeping, and that wonH keep — all 
the life-rubbish that litters the months and 
years — ^and you'll keep everything that's 
worth keeping, and that will keep ; and I'm 
sure you will be able to tell "S. O." you 
don't care to keep anything else. You will 
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have everything that you can enjoy with Him 
for whom you are working now, and whom 
you are going to live ' with. And you 
may enjoy it with all the merrimeot and 
glee you will. Don't believe anyone who 
says " There is no more fun for you*^ : — ^we 
won't forget our bit of talk about " moping." 
By the by, when we were looking out glad- 
ness-texts, we missed, I think, this one : 
" Then was our mouth filled with laughter 
(Psalm cxxvi. 2). In the 31st chapter of 
Jeremiah, where God tells of His everlasting 
love for His people, and, too, of their sad 
unworthiness. He says, they " shall rejoice," 
and ^^make merry, ^ 

And the work done for and with Him 
will all be so real — ^that's the happiest part of 
the happiness. Real I what a deal there is 
in that little four-letter word ! Who cares 
for make-believes when they can have the 
real things ? What boy will ride about the 
garden on a stick, when he has a real, live 
pony to throw his leg over ? What girl cares 
very much for her doll, when she is trusted 
with her baby sister ? Toy watches and toy 
tools are thrown aside, or given to " the little . 
ones," by the advanced possessor of a watch 
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that tells the time, and saw and chisel that 
do real work about the house and garden. 

As to the giving up — ^Would there now, be 
much giving up, in exchanging the stick for 
the pony, or the toy watch for Charlie's little 
silver lever ; or a poor, cheap little ring, set 
with a spark of crystal and two imitation 
turquoises, for a royal gift-ring of purest gold, 
gemmed with priceless diamond and sap- 
phire ? Would there be any giving up, in 
leaving a miserable made up scrap of a 
" garden " — ^a bit of blackish ground ; — in it 
three clothes-props — two, that is, and a dead 
cherry-tree — a ricketty seat in a comer of 
the high wall, two or three rows of cress and 
lettuces making sickly endeavours at growing, 
where the sun-rays peer down sometimes; 
and just a straggle of stalky wall-flower and 
periwinkle, — for wide grass lawns and gay 
flower beds; standard roses for the props; 
shady walks, filled with sweet odours and 
musical chirpings ; and, overhanging a clear 
stream — ^we forgot the pleasant ditch at the 
bottom of the other "garden" — a n^pssy 
arbour, where the clustering jasmine and 
honey-suckle make pale shadow-light, and 
you hear dreamily the water-talk of the little 
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river below, and see golden meadows, and the 
blue hills beyond Hardly " to give up " — 
that! 

" Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither 
have entered into the heart of man, the 
things which' God hath prepared for them 
that love Him." You'll find that text in the 
2nd chapter of the ist Corinthians. There'« 
another much like it — St. Paul is, indeed, 
referring to it,— in the old prophet Isaiah, 
which some of you will, I know, look at ; 
you must find the chapter for yourselves. 

But do you not see another thought that 
the last words of that wondering text we 
have just read, bring very sweetly to us? 
You would be quite angry if anyone pitied 
you for "giving up" ever such a pleasant 
party, from which you stayed away, to help 
your dearest, best-loved friend, who had 
given a life's love to you, " Why," you 
would say, "what possible pleasure could 
your foolish party give me, to compare with 
what I'm going to have at home ? I hope 
you'll all enjoy yourselves immensely; but 
don't talk, please, oi giving up. If you knew 
my darling Friend, you'd say my evening's 
work was worth all the parties in the world." 



,y Google 



Carrying out Stones. 103 

I think bright young brains and warm young 
hearts will know what all this means. 

But what is all this real, happy work with 
Christ to be ? Well, it may be — oh, dear, I 
hardly know what it fnay not be. It need not 
be preaching, nor giving good books, — nor 
yet broth and oranges, though it may be any 
one of these, no doubt A loving word, or 
bright smile, or a quick step in a direction in 
which you don't much want to go— "To 
school ? " Yes, I daresay — and learning the 
lessons; and playing a game you do not 
care for, and the others do. And all the 
work takes Kin^s prizes; only, remember, we 
must have our signed tickets, to go into the 
Palace, And, don't you ever be talking or 
thinking about yom: work; — such a number 
of knowing left hands there are in the 
world ! What do I mean ? You must get 
your answer from St Matthew; — "Which 
chapter?" Oh, that's telling — well, the sixth ; 
I see you have it, — the 3rd verse. Don't 
forget it Just another thought to finish this 
bit of talk ; and it shan't come in dry advice, 
or begin with " Don't." A low, rough-crested 
wall divided the foot-path from a meadow. 
As I walked on, I heard behind me, evidently 
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from the top of the wall, little voices in an 
eager chatter of self-bemoaning : " Bessie, 
how are you getting on ? Oh, Bessie, isn't 
it a naughty, bad wall?" It wasn't a bad 
wall at all ; but just two silly small mortals, 
scraping their limbs against its rough stones, 
without rhyme or reason, when there was 
either soft grass walking, or the firm path, for 
their foolish feet. I thought, as the two little 
women tottered past me, making painful 
efforts at straight going : " How often I've 
done something so very much like that !" I 
wonder — Can any of you recollect anything 
of the sort ? There are " plain paths " for 
our feet, and *• green pastures " too. When 
you do come on a bad place, or a bit of really 
rough walking, it will lie in a straight line 
with the duty-way; and, however rough or 
awkward, you shall walk along it on no 
tottering feet, with a hand in yours — Hand in 
hand 1 We have said something about that 
before, you remember : " I the Lord thy 
God will hold thy right hand." That pro- 
mise will do, will it not, for the roughest, 
the longest, weariest walk? Go in for it 
heartfuUy ; you can never be tired out: " He 
fainteth not, neither is weary" — ^we looked 
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at that text, I think, in one of our earliest 
talks, it's in Isaiah : you " shall run^ and not 
be weary," and shall " obtain " at the end of 
it all. Why, yours may be closer walking 
than even old Enoch's ! Do read, dears, 
that 6th verse of the 2nd chapter of Colos- 
sians, and these texts, Isaiah xL 31 ; i Cor- 
inthians ix. 24. 

Whenever we find ourselves indulging in a 
deal of self-pitying, we may be pretty sure we 
have got very foolishly, out of the way^ and 
are calling the wall bad names. 

HAND IN HAND. 

Never task too hard, nor day too long ; 
Never a foe too fierce nor strong ; 
Never a night that hath no song ; — 

Hand in hand with Jesus ! 

Past lions, and giants in cave-raouths grim— 
Through moaning deeps of the valley dim ; 
And torrents that none can wade nor swim ; — 
Hand in hand with Jesus I 

Ever tt voice of heartening cheer ; 
Ever a whisper, to still a fear, — 
A word in the dark : ** I'm with you, dear I" 
Hand in hand with Jesus ! 

Through undreamed dangers in glad Spring hours,— 
In song, and laughter, and breath of flowers. 
And low sweet voices from hidden bowers ; — 
Hand in hand with Jesus 1 
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Watching a sail from the crowded pier ; 
With clasped fingers, alone — by the waiting bier ; 
When some dreaded footstep is coming near ; — 
Hand in hand with Jesus I 

Through the waters, whose gleam we may not see^ 
Whose chill the tired foot meets suddenly, — 
Up into the City's light and glee, 

Hand in hand with Jesus I 



CHAPTER X. 

"... PLENTY TO ALL — YES, INDEED I" 

I WISH some of you had been with me in 
my walk that early summer evening, down 
the steep farm-meadows, across the little river 
by the plank bridge, and up the broken path, 
with careful picking among the boulders, out 
upon the warm, wide mountain side, where, 
winding in and out between the slender 
birch stems, rock-hewn steps led up to 
an aged, yew-shaded gray cottage. Within, 
one, whose thirteen years of simple life had 
been passed in that hidden Denbighshire 
glen, was just leaving it, to pass through a 
valley where the shadows lay deeper — but 
" Hand in hand with Jesus,*' into " the city." 
Its Light was already with him in the dim 
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old home, where, through the deep-set win- 
dows, the evening sun-rays could scarcely 
reach his bed. 

Such a curious, bright smile, in which it 
might be, wonder was passing into resting 
gladness^ was upon the wasted young face ; 
and the dear boy's few words told the secret 
of his fast-filling joy — "Jesus Christ plenty 
to all — yes, indeed I " 

I know I learnt many lessons by that little 
deeply recessed bed in the old Welsh cot- 
tage, that are, I fear, forgotten ; but this most 
precious one we will all get by heart — will we 
not ? — that his Saviour and ours, is " plenty 
to all, indeed." 

Plenty 1 what does that word mean? Not 
a very, very great deal — ^you could hardly 
want anything more;— hut fulness — you can 
never possibly want anything more ; and be- 
fore we have our small say about this 
" plenty " and the " all," let us specially note 
this : that there is nothing too tiny to be 
filled — acorn cup, or reservoir, or brimming 
lake. When it has as much as it can hold, it 
is full — it has " plenty " in it — little cup or 
little heart. As regards our own needs, the 
other sense of the word — "enough," is the true 
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one — what runs over, and full hearts always 
must run over — is for others, remember ! 

Wouldn't it be nice to think back a little, 
and see how, in all the things we have been 
talking about, Jesus is "plenty to all" — 
plenty of life (that begins our birthday, you 
know), arid of forgiveness, and help, and 
peace, and joy. We will put down only a 
few texts — I can see it will not take us long 
to find some. David shall give us our first, 
in one of the last i8 Psalms — God's com- 
manded blessings " Life for evermore." That 
must htjull life ; but we will hear John, too, 
and Paul. The one tells us, giving our 
Saviour's own words, in the sixth chapter of 
his Gospel — ^yes, that is the verse — the 47th ; 
" He that believeth on Me hath everlasting 
life." And again, " I am the life "—the 14th 
chapter, you recollect ; and in his Epistle he 
says, " He that hath the Son hath life." You 
remember all we said about the believing 
and the having ? And the other apostle has 
an amazing promise for all who have " re- 
ceived Christ Jesus," who, he tells us, is 
" Christ, our life," in whom dwells all fulness 
(that's in Colossians). Surely we have^w// 
life. Full forgiveness — we must have that: 
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Let us turn to the 130th Psalm — ^the last 
verse, — "With the Lord is plenteous re- 
demption;" again in the 103rd, "plenteous 
in mercy " — ^there, is almost our word, " plen- 
ty "; and in the 3rd verse of the same Psalm 
we read, " Who forgiveth all thine iniquities." 
Then we have Jesus Christ's own words in 
the 1 2th of Matthew and the 3rd of Mark, 
and we may not forget that sweet, strong 
verse we have before spoken of, in the first 
Epistle of John, — " The blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanseth" — keeps on cleansing — "from all sin." 
For our help — one declaration might do — 
"Our sufficiency is of God" (2 Corinthians iil 
5) — our "plenty," that is : you can find many 
texts to agree with it, but we will only look at 
two verses in the ist chapter of John. We 
want such constant helping; we find it so hard, 
— do we not — to be always gentle and un- 
selfish — always quite truthful and loyal ?7— and 
these verses seem so completely to meet our 
wanting. We read that Jesus is "full of grace 
and truth," and a little further, ^^oiffts fulness 
have we all received :^^ and don't you see, 
dears, we must have done so, if we have 
received Himself (our old verse in the same 
chapter), and have had our birthday ? Of 



,y Google 



I lo " Voiire Me^ and Pm YouP 

" abundance of peace," and " fulness of joy,* 
we get the promise in Psalms 72 and 16 ; 
and again, we read of " no end " of peace in 
the 9th chapter of Isaiah; and of Chrisfs 
(nvn given peace and joy in the 14th and 
iSth of John — that^ we are sure, is full. 
Then, too — which I am sure we all want, 
for really, the cleverest of us is dreadfully 
stupid in so many things — ^there is a prayer 
of Paul's for his Colossian converts, which, 
of course, we may pray, too -r- for being 
'* filled with knowledge"; and there is one in 
Ephesians that gives, we may say, our full 
assurance of our perfect fulness — ^another 
prayer of St PauPs, — and the " confidence " 
he had that it would be granted (I shall 
leave you to find the passage), "... that ye 
might be filled with all the fulness of God." 
Only think of that I 

Now, there is yet one Bible thought about 
filling^ that we must certainly look at : the 
text is, indeed, a surprising one, and it brings 
to us a matter on which I have been so 
wanting to say a few earnest words; it is so 
very important for us all. In the i8th verse 
of the 5th chapter of that same Epistle to 
the Ephesians, we read this wonderful com- 
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mand: "Be filled with the Spirit." We 
must have God's Holy Spirit — the youngest 
and the oldest of us alike — if we are to be 
"in Christ;" without that spirit, God's own 
Word tells us solemnly, we " are none of 
His " (Romans viii 9). But to be told to 
get ourselves full of the Spirit ! That does 
seem almost too bold \ it cannot be so, for 
the Spirit Himself gave the apostle the 
words. Two other texts will, I think, make 
it clear to us. We'll turn first to the nth of 
Luke. There we read, " Everyone that ask- 
eth receiveth" — "If ye, being evil, know how 
to give good gifts unto your children, how 
much more shall your heavenly Father give 
the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him." You 
see, it is simply "Ask, and ye shall receive." 
I believe we very many of us feel there is 
something so awful and mysterious about 
th^ gift of God's Spirit, that even when we 
have conu tojesus^ we think we had better leave 
" all about the Holy Ghost " to older people, 
or more advanced Christians ; and it may be 
for that very reason, that this promise of God's 
is so plain — without the smallest condition, 
whatever — not a thing to reason about, or even 
wonder about — only to ask/or, and have. 
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Now for our other text In the 3rd of 
John we read these clear words, " God giveth 
not the Spirit by measure.^^ So you see, Paul 
did not go beyond his orders^ when he gave the 
command which reads so strange — " Be filled 
with the Spirit" But, dear children, never 
forget, that in order to be ^^ filled with the 
Spirit," who shows us the things of Christ 
(John xvi 14, 15), we must be empty of self 

Jesus Christ Himself told His disciples, who 
were very children, " The Spirit shall teach 
you all things, and bring all things to your 
remembrance'* — " He will guide you into all 
truth " (John xiv. 26 ; xvi. 13) ; and we want 
teaching, and reminding, and guiding, dear 
young friends — do we not ? We so try to be 
good ; we think we really have got the better 
at last, of that dreadful old sin that has had 
us down over and over again ; and there ! 
after our long trying — oh, it is disheartening — 
we may as well give it up altogether. Stay ! 
there's New Year's day coming, or our birth- 
day, next week ; that will make a beautiful 
starting-point for another try — no, we won^t 
give up 1 And the brave attempt is made. 
We begin, very likely, our fight, like Gideon, 
before the sun is up — and it may be, sadly, 
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before the sun is down, we are down again, 
too ! And no wonder ; the sin had a terrible 
strong Spirit— about whom we have had 
some talk — ^to help; whom only another 
Spirit — ^the Spirit of Christ — can ever fight 
down; and we never asked to have that 
Spirit — whom we were sure of having, bear m 
mind — on our side, — ^to take hold with us in 
that desperate hard pull against the sin and 
Satan together (Romans viii. 26)! Indeed, 
we do want all God's offered strength — may we 
not say reverently, Jesus Christ is "plenty," but 
not too much, for our utter need ? Suppose 
as we were all sitting so cosy and comfor- 
table, a child came among us handcuffed! 
what an outcry of pity there would be ; how 
we should all jump up to try and get the 
horrid things ofiF the poor little hands. So 
many of usy handcuffed and footcuffed too, 
dears ! — ^Yes, even while we run gaily, and 
clap our hands merrily — "tied and bound 
with the chain of our sins" — such strong 
links, and so heavy, though we do not feel the 
grip nor the weight of them; — we can no 
more " lift up our heart with our hands " to 
God, nor "run the way of" His "command- 
ments," than that fettered child could join in a 
I 
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game, or turn a page with you (Lamentations 
iii 41 ; Psalm cxix. 32). 

We have not had these bits of happy 
chat together, I am sure, without learning 
that all Jesus Christ is — His "plenty" — is 
"A? a//" — "yes, indeed." Just a think or 
two about this last word- That dear boy 
could say "indeed," simply because he be- 
lieved GoiPs " indeed " — ^it was an echo. 

But some of you young people may be get- 
ting a bit tired ; it will be a pleasant change of 
thought, to exercise your wits as critics again. 

INDEED ! 

Brave little face — but the tears will come 

At the thought of her cold life, far from home ; 

And the slender fingers would clasp again 

A dear hand loosed by the parting train. 

A leaning whisper, a pleading eye ; — 

In the earnest tones of the quick reply, 

To lip and eye come the smile and the light : 

** Yes, every week, love — indeed 1*11 write." 

** I'll be back in ten minutes, indeed, my son." 
In the damp, black heading he sits alone : 
The lamps glimmer down to a tiny spark. 
Soon lost in the maze of those roadways dark :» 
** There, now I can't see it the leastest bit ; 
I never could get out of this old pit ! " " 
And the little man's whistle trilled clear and glad. 
As he perched on a tram, to wait for " Dad. 

In a little cot such a tiny frame, 

And a wistful, small, weak voice that came ; 
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That only could reach one loving ear 
Bending down to the wee, wan face to hear: — 
"Yes, darling, I'll get it, indeed l\i\\\ !" 
And the plaintive little voice was still. 
Strange and costly the sick child's need, 
But his heart lay at rest in that tender "indeed.** 

Very simple little stories. 
Such as are often heard; — 
Just a dear young girl, and boy, and a child 
Trusting a promise- word. 

But is there really nothing here ? 

Is there not One else who speaks 

Words that bring song to mute, white lips. 

And warmth to pale cold cheeks — 

Who for all the waiting, and pain, and the need 

Has the charm of a tender, strong " indeed "? 

Let us look at some words in Matthew, 

And then a few more in John : 
There we shall read Jesus Christ's " indeed 1" 

And we'll keep it to lean upon. 
I say, dearies, isn't it wonderful 
That He whose one word could bring 
Glad myriad hosts from countless worlds. 

For His next word listening, 
Should stoop to these homes and hearts of clay 

To tell us, "I do mean what I say"? 

"Then, all those Bible Verilies 

Are Jesus Christ's 'indeeds'?" 
Yes, all — the ones in which He warns, 

And those in which He pleads : 
And the grand old "surely" and the "yea " 

Bring their message every hour 
Of ** everlasting love," and trust. 

And changeless promise-power ; — 
And the "surely," the "yea," and the "verily," 
Are the Saviour's " Indeed ! " to ^^f^ and to me» 
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We shall have to look out some of these 
indeeds, but we will not read them now. 
Following a particularly good example (in 
the dear little book, "Morning Stars," by 
" F. R. H."), I shall just give a few chapters, 
and leave you to find the verses. We have 
done this, you know, now .and then, already, 
in the course of our talks. In several chap- 
ters, especially of St Matthew's and St 
John's Gospels, you will find more than one 
" indeed " in a chapter — one, it may be, of 
deeper interest than the others : Judges vL ; 
Psalm IxvL, Ixxxv., xcL ; Ecclesiastes viii. ; 
Isa,iah xlv., liii ; Jeremiah xxxi., xxxix. ; Mat- 
thew X., xviil, XXV. ; Mark ix., x. ; Luke xii., 
xviii; John iil, vi., viiL, x., xiii., xvL ; 2 
Corinthians i. 



CHAPTER XL 

"let me see — " 

That's a thinking little speech. Let each 
of us pull herself or himself up a bit, and 
" see " that we really understand all we have 
been talking about " Haven't an idea " 
would be dreadful; but I'm not afraid of 
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hearing that It would be rather nice if 
some time you were to make out a little 
summary of — write out short, you know, that 
means — ^the truths we have, I hope, got at 
in each of our talks. We haven't time for it 
now ; indeed, this talk must be a short one, 
as we can hope only to have one more, and 
good-bye talks, you see, nearly always /»//^w/ 
long^ somehow. "Let me see" — am I really, as 
I may be — and as I must ^^ if I am ever to 
be with Him where He is — a little sister or 
a young brother, of the Lord Jesus ? Do, 
each of you, dear children, put that question 
to yourself, and never rest satisfied till you 
can say, "Yes, I am." 

Some poet — I think it's Wordsworth — ^has 
in one of his shorter poems, the line : 

" And things are not what they seem." 
The sentiment is true enough, no doubt; 
but do, all of you, take the liberty of contra- 
dicting that poet, by being just what you seem, 
I won't imagine differences of condition or 
of talents ; both may be so improved, that 
any one of you may become, I suppose, a 
prime minister, or "the most earnest and 
graceful writer of the day " : only, be your pre- 
sent selfy whatever that is — silver, or good 
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honest " Britannia metal " — but don't any of 
you be " electro " boys and girls — even 
"best quality -."—it's only ''No, i" sAam 
after all " Let me see," though ; it's real 
having that makes real being, I know I'm 
saying things over again, but — be oh, so very 
sure that you have Him in whom only we 
have our true being ! But to go back to our 
line; — perhaps Td no right to call j'i?^ "things": 
"not what they seem"! the poet is quite 
right, no doubt, about any number of things : 
— ^Trials, pleasures, successes, — we have had 
a little to say about all of these ; does that 
line say the truth about them ? 

That little gray haze oiit there in the 
distance, hardly, indeed, more than a tender 
outline, like a faint pencil-tracing against the 
sky, — do you say that is the great mountain 
they talk so much about — that so many 
people have been unable to get to the top of? 
Why, I could cover it with two fingers ! Take 
the telescope. Do you make out something 
of its precipices — do you think you could go 
up them ? That pale streak creeping out of 
the blue shadows is a glacier, full of rifts, 
and of cavern-fissures of unknown depth, 
that have to be passed ; and if we were a 
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few miles nearer, we should see the sheer 
white walls, where rope, and ice-hatchet, and 
steel screw make the ascent just possible. 
You put down the glass, and it is a tender 
line again ! 

Now, put this tiny grain of quartz into the 
microscope. It came out of that gray haze 
we have been looking into ; it seems pretty 
nearly as big as the whole mountain — ^pre- 
cipices, glaciers, and all — z. wee grain of 
sand all the while ! Shall we look at that 
scrap of almost invisible gauze, an insect's 
wing? Are they not lovely, the little crested 
feathers, lying one within the other ? And 
the higher your magnifying power, the more 
of delicate, marvellous beauty you'll find. 
And now, this shred of finest lace — some of 
our own work, that; — why, it's like a piece of 
coarse sacking ! Not at all " what they 
seem," eh, dearies? I wish one of you 
would give the lessons^ I should like it so 
much. You're all too shy, and I'm — what 
shall I say? — "too lazy?" Well, perhaps it 
may be that ; anyhow, I shall leave you to 
find them out Don't look so blank over it ; 
very likely the moral would come rather dry 
in my words ; and I do so want, too, to talk 
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about some other things ; I'm sure there are 
many bright little heads round me, that will 
think it all out^ for themselves and the others. 
Very likely you'll find out many more lessons 
than I could now see ; but there's one thing 
in this seeming, and being, and" telescoping, 
and microscoping, that I want you to get the 
full cheer and comfort of — ^we spoke of it, 
I know, in an earlier talk — that the very 
small things which look nothing to " people/' 
may be very precious in His eyes, who reads 
them clearly. 

During that terrible war between France 
and Germany, about ten years ago, when the 
French were shut up in Paris, with the enemy 
all round, so that they could not get any 
letters from their friends in the provinces; 
they had to make postmen of the pigeons. 
They were taken by balloon from their homes 
in Paris, and the news for the besieged city 
was photographed by the aid of diminishing 
glasses, so very, very small, that it could only 
be made out by a powerful microscope : a 
message that an officer showed me, looked 
only like a scrap of pale grey paper — one had 
no idea of writing on it. This tiny news- 
paper was made secure under a pigeon's 
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wing, and he was loosed ; and if the messen- 
ger escaped the rifles of the enemy, who were 
always on the look-out for the pigeon-post, 
he soon found his way to his old roosting 
place When the little postman was fast 
asleep after his long journey, he was taken 
from the pigeon-cote, and his post-bag re- 
moved from under his wing ; then, by the 
help of a very strong microscope, and, much 
as you have seen given the pictiures of a 
"Magic Lantern," the news was shewn, a 
few words at a time, upon the sheet, and 
carefully copied off, for the people shut up 
in Paris, to know how things were going on 
with their friends in the country. Very 
precious, dears, was that little inch-square 
scrap of paper; and very precious may be 
the record of your life, that nobody could 
make out herCy when it comes into the light 
of Heaven. 

Now there's something I must say to you. 
Some people may not be able to make out 
your religion — ^well, be sure the fault's theirs ; 
— but never, no, never let anyone laugh you 
out of it. By " religion," I mean the assur- 
ance that you have come to Jesus, and have 
received Him, and so, really are sons and 



,y Google 



122 « Ventre Me, and Ftn You.'' 

daughters of God; and the resolve^ by His 
Spirits' help, to be His loving, obedient chil- 
dren. You dear boys, you'd never be cow- 
ards, I'm sure ; you can be as brave, mind 
in the playground, as in a battle-field (I don't 
mean that you're to fight, of course !), and 
can stand by your colours grandly. 

Really, though, when you think of it, what 
a very strange thing it is that any of us ever 
can be made ashamed of oiu: treasures and 
privileges. Fancy one who had a set of 
lovely, precious gems left her by a dear 
fi-iend, hiding them all away, because her 
companions, who had only a ifew poor, cheap 
ornaments, made fun over her costly jewels ! 
Or just imagine anyone who was bom to a 
title, letting his school-fellows or anybody 
laugh him out of his claim to it ; or the heir 
to a splendid estate, getting so ashamed of 
being told of it, that he would rather let it 
all go, than be teased about it by those who 
have " next to nothing " to call their own 1 
Sons, and daughters, and heirs of God! 
these are our birthday privileges, you know ; 
and a silly titter is to make us give them all 
up ! Tell the laughers, " You get what we 
have, and you'll call yourselves harder and 
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ruder names than we care to call you, for 
ever having thought to laugh us out of it" 

And now, you dear little friends of mine, 
here's a small surprise for you; a Double 
Acrostic, that will give you some text-finding 
to make it out Very earnestly do I hope 
that each of you has ahready heard, or shall 
hear, spoken, the words that give its first 
letters — ^to none more sweet and strong can 
you listen ; — and that you all may be enabled 
to give the swift, willing reply, that furnishes 
its final ones. 

BIBLE DOUBLE ACROSTIC 

Initials, 

Has it been spoken ? Every need is fiUed ; 
All gloom is parted, and all sorrow stiUed : 
Courage and light along the shadowed way, 
Into the glad calm fulness of the day. 

(Isaiah.) 
Finals, 

Those words give resting strength, and promise high: 
These frame the loyal, confident reply ; 
And through the same old Prophet s voice are heard, 
HIS sweet assurance, zxi<^your answering word. 

(Isaiah.) 

Just like that, the bands were broken — so terribly 

strong was he : 
In the coming day of the Mighty One— just like 

that the strong shall be ! 

(Judges. Isaiah). 
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II. 

"No more than this? And I have worked through 

the weary, sultry day ! " 
** Friend, didst not thou agree with me ? — take thine, 
and go thy way." 

(Matthew.) 
III. 

So that valiant, loyal chief they called, ere he trod 

the foeman*s land ; 
A yet loftier name records the fame of his marvellous 
command. 

(Nombers.) 
IV. 

Some cried one thing, some another, — such a scene 

you never saw ! 
Their wise townsman truly told them, it was quite 

against the law. 

(Acts.) 

" Now let us call the other, and hear what hell 

advise." 
He was "the king's companion," a feithful friend, 
and wise. 

(2'SamueL) 
VI. 
All your sewing and your piecing makes it but the 

worse, my friend I 
You must just get a new garment, for the old one 
will not mend. 

(Three of the Gospels.) 

VII. 
Within the darkened palace, as her lingering footsteps 



The shadow of that city's gate, the fair child breathed 
his last. 

(I Kings.) 
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VIII. 

All the sockets, and pillars, and boards, and pins! 

*twas a weighty charge they bore : — 
The oxen were eight for that precious freight, and 
the laden wains were four. 

(Numbers.) 
IX. 

Brief and terrible it came, — and the doomed monarch 

knew 
That night, in the light of steel and flame, the fearful 
word$ were true ! 

(Daniel.) 
X. 

Under an oak they buried her, in the halt on the 

weary way ; 
And a touching name to the spot they gave, where 

the loved old servant lay. 

(Genesis.) 

One small first letter over ! what shall it teach or do ? 
Shall it hot stand for everyone, and each, of you? 

The three little words that began this talk 
of ours, will not, I think, be a bad beginning 
speech for every day. " Let me see," what 
have I got to do ? Sha'n't I want some help 
in the doing ? Have I asked for it ? Neither 
will they make a bad ending of the day, either. 
I can't well make you up a string of evening 
questions, because, you see, people's days 
are so differently spent — so much more light 
in one, and shadow in another. It would be 
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almost as puzzling as it was to answer a query 
I recollect a young lady, who made "such 
sweet sketches," once asking me : " Can you 
tell me a good church colour?" Fve often 
been amused in the remembrance of that 
question. But there is one little rule that 
will, surely, always do for us : " Let me see — 
can I take what I'm meaning to do, or what 
IVe done, — happily, down on my knees with 
me?" 

Perhaps someone who overhears your 
thoughtful " Let me see—," will say, " Oh, 
yes, let us see by all means ; ' seeing is believ- 
ing,' you know." Well, the proverb should 
be respectable from its age; but you can 
give them back something better : " Believ- 
ing is seeing r and you can find " Bible " for 
it Just look by and by in Romans, and 
Hebrews, and i Peter. 



CHAPTER XII. 

ODDS AND — ^THE END. 

"And this is to be our very, very last talk?" 
Well, dearies, I'm afraid it must ; but it shall 
be as delightfully easy as you please. I don't 
think we have been particularly starched and 
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correct in any of our small talks, but this will 
be a regular (or rather irregular) in and out chat 
about all sorts of things ; and we will jump 
from one to another, without the least bit of 
bridge. I can't promise not to say anything 
I've said before ; it's so difficult for the best 
memoried people to recollect all they have 
said, and /, really, have only a memory " by 
courtesy." But you know in getting up a 
new lesson, it's by no means a bad plan 
sometimes to have a look back at the old 
pages. 

Not that a good memory is always desurable. 
** One thing I do," says grand old St Paul, 
" Forgetting those things which are behind^ I 
press toward the mark for the prize " — Such 
a prize ! You'll read the whole passage, won't 
you, in the 3rd of Philippians ? We may 
not think of our past successes — ^they were, 
at best, but quick steps toward the mark; 
nor yet too much of our failures — shall we 
call them — sins? If we brought these to 
Jesus, and told Him how sorry we were for 
them, He was sorry with us; and He forgave 
and forgot them, then and there. We will 
only be sure and remember the Lave. If we do 
not seem to be far in front we will think* for 
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our comfort, of a wise Eastern proverb : 
" Coming from behind is going before," and, 
perhaps, look out an "indeed," to hearten 
us in our running and our doing. We want 
a nice, handy rule for all our doing of every 
kind, which, remember, we have seen, may 
be all of it work for the loving Master. 
" Hoc age " — ^none better. Yes, it's Latin, 
but very easy Latin; Frank, there, has put 
it into English for you at once : " Do this 
thing." What thing ? The thing you^ve got 
to do^ whatever it is. I fancy we get at this 
especially "stubborn" fact, most xA us, 
rather late in life — ^that for everything done, 
something must be left undone; and that 
even things that ought to be done/have to 
keep behind the things that mllst be done. 
It's dreadfully vexatious, but tl^ere's no help 
for it : if that visit must be paid this after- 
noon, well, then, the exercise can't be written, 
nor the game played. Get through " hoc " 
and then, " Doe ye nexte thynge." It was, I 
think, a self-pinnacled man on the other side 
of the Atlantic, who when asked the secret of 
his success, replied : Well, he didn't know that 
there was one, — his motto had always been, 
* Peg on' — a compact modern rendering of 
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our Old English. I hope none of you here 
are pithless little people, who say " carit " over 
" this thing " or " ye ne3rte"; but there's a word 
of which I confess I have most unamiable 
thoughts — that word "trouble"; do draw a 
neat pencil line through it in your dictionaries. 
Some nice clever body has said there are 
two heaps in the world : a greats big heap of 
misery, and a wee heap qf happiness; and that 
we should for ever be taking pinches off the 
big heap, and putting them on the little one. 
"I really can't take all that trouble" (the 
" can't " slips in, you see, and gets its lazy 
way unsuspected) keeps the misery-heap big, 
when little "Try" would have shifted more 
than a pinch of it on to the other. He's a 
splendid little fellow, is "Try"; he makes 
all the difference between wound-up machine- 
children, who just "go" till they're run 
down, and dear little real, live workers ; yes, 
and you remember, though it's going back a 
good bit, how we any of us are really cUive ? 

" There go two boys with short memories I" 
He must have been a magician, surely, who 
made that remark. No, only he had read 
the 20th chapter of Exodus, and those lada 

K 
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were having a game of marbles just outside 
the churchyard wall, one Sunday afternoon. 
I hope none of you, though you would not 
think very likely, of taking out marbles or 
cricket bats, or mallets, or racquets, on the 
Day, do not say, somewhat sighingly, " Oh, 
dear, it's Sunday to-morrow 1" and wonder 
which of your " good books " you can pos- 
sibly get some interest out of between the 
services. It's so dreadful for Sunday to be 
a dolefully solemn day, in which you 
"mustn't" do anything you'd like to do. 
It's the King's Day, and in it you can usually 
get a deal of pleasure, in doing some of the 
King's work. " Let me see," you can take, 
perhaps, some strawberries (and have the 
enjoyment of picking them) to that sick girl, 
and with them such a pretty book you've 
just had given you; or you can go and 
read to poor old grannie ; or get out your 
hymn-books, and, with or without the piano, 
have some singing ; or you may sit together 
and read a chapter among yourselves,, and 
talk about it. By the by, I want to tell you 
something that I have not very long found 
out myself — what wonderful new thoughts 
one gets from texts, in reading the Bible 



,y Google 



Odds and — the End, 131 

aiUmd^ that one has never seen, in reading to 
oneself. The more you read your Bibles, 
the more will you find out what a wonderful 
book it is. There is not the tiniest loophole 
for sin, but there's a text to fill it up ; and 
for all the bothers and worries, as well as for 
all the griefs, there's /w/ the word you want^ 
if you will only look for it. Perhaps the nicest 
way of reading the Bible regularly, is to take a 
chapter, or part of one, in the Old Testament 
in the morning, and in the New at night ; but 
thaf s only my " think " on the matter. 

I do want you, dears, to have happy Sun- 
days ; I'm not so much afraid of your doing 
week-day work on them, as of taking week- 
day pleasure, — because, somehow, you can't 
make up Sunday pleasure. Did you ever 
think how dreadfiiUy dull heaven would be 
to a great many people who talk about going 
there ? " Why," they'd say, almost in dismay, 
*'it's all Sunday!" 

After all, the truest motive for keeping the 
Sabbath, lies less in the command itself, 
— ^which, like all God's commands, must be 
obeyed, — ^than in the thought of His love 
who bids us "remember" it A dear child 
of whom I have before spoken, towards the 
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end of the weary waiting time, almost in the 
entering of the pearl gates, gave me a sweet 
lesson I have never forgottea When, one 
Sunday evening, I would have talked about 
some little thing she wanted, and of getting 
it for her on the morrow, there came such a 
pained look on the dear little trustful face : 
It was Jesus Chrisfs day ; and, "you know," 
she pleaded, " Jesus Christ gave us six whole 
days, and only kept one little day for Him- 
self!" We'll all of us remember those 
touching words, will we not ? 

"He was away two years, and brought 
back two yellow boots." We have to thank 
" the unspeakable Turk," as they call him> 
for that rather pithy saying. Wherever you 
go, and if it's only for two months you are 
away, do bring back something more than 
the two boots, in your bags and boxes, — and 
especially in the brain-box. And if you are 
not " away " at all, you may every day get 
something, better worth taking home. I 
think I may say, not too boldly, I never met 
anybody from whom I could learn nothing. 
You may often get very precious lessons 
when you go to teach ; — ^and wherever you 
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go, you dear young people, look out for all 
the goodness — ^the badness won't want looking 
for. Those same Eastern folk give us ano- 
ther " saw " worth remembering : " Whenever 
you are in the country of the one-eyed people, 
shut one of your own two." Am I not going 
off rather oddly from one thing to another ? 
Yes, of course I am ; I said, you know, we 
were going to " jump " in this last talk of ours. 
Here's something, that ought to have come 
in neatly in its own place, but that can't be 
helped now. I'm so very, very anxious that 
yours should be bright, sensible, happy 
religion, without a bit of either moping (we 
did say something about that) or fussing in 
it. There is a deal of pleasure in this little 
life of ours, it's no use saying there isn't \ and 
of pleasure, too, that not only you may take, 
but that you ought to take, and enjoy tho- 
roughly. It would be very uncomfortable, 
ungrateful behaviour if, when a summer 
holiday for the woods, or the river, or the 
haying-time, was given you, you shut your 
self up in the schoolroom, with all the desks 
locked, through the day. You might do no 
mischief there, notwithstanding those lines 
about "idle hands" — and hands may be 
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"idle" from hearty innocent recreation, as 
from work — but though the mischief would 
be more distinctly an offence against 
authority and order, the moping surely would 
be an offence against the kindness. Do not 
suppose that, to be a Christian^ you must be 
always thinking about " good things," only be 
quite sure youVe got the good things, and 
live the thinking. If you have a deed secur- 
ing your property, or, we will say, so simple 
a thing as your month's excursion ticket, 
which of course you will want for the journey, 
— you are not for ever worrying yourself about 
either. "Oh," you say, "that's put away 
safe." Something like this, grand old Paul 
would tell us when he says, " I know whom 
I have believed, and am persuaded that He 
is able to keep that which I have committed 
unto Him against that day (2 Timothy i. 12). 
When any nervous, doubting companion says 
to you, " I say, don't you think you'd bet- 
ter — ^," may each of you be able to reply, 
"Yes, yes, */ know*" — such splendid se- 
curity in those five little letters I No doubt 
you'll have vexations and losses — who 
doesn't? Never mind; the losses, anyhow, 
are a very small matter. What does the 
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wealthy traveller who has a safe account at 
the bank in the next city, care for having to 
give up to those rejoicing banditti the purse 
that contains his travelling expenses ? They 
think they have made a wonderful " haul :" 
he can hand over most politely, and with 
pleasant smiles, the rubbishing old purse 
with a score or so of sovereigns in it I 

it'll do. 

" It won't, though— there it goes I'' Yes, 
there it went, into the top of a tall elm the 
other sid6 of the river. And there it must 
stay, to frighten the poor little birds — that 
unlucky kite ! A rotten bit of string, that 
was all. AVhat bad bits of string we think 
we'll " use up," and what clever little knots 
we make ; but they won't hold, — ^and when we 
think we are going up beautifully : '* there it 
goes 1" The old story, that can be told so 
many ways, of Self: using some of our own 
poor stuff— the thin places made all the 
weaker by our knotting and patching — 
instead of taking the " sufficiency " we have 
before spoken of, that will bear any and 
every strain. I told you I was pretty sure 
I should say things over again, and I'm 
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going to do so now. We have talked a good 
deal about reality, and now that I may say 
so little more to you, two thoughts press 
so upon me ; one the intense feeling (for it 
is more than a thought) of the all reality of 
the things we have been talking about; 
the other, a fear lest there has been want of 
realness in my talk of them. Like poor chil- 
dren playing at " Lords and Ladies," making 
up sea-weed-titles, and building sand-castles; 
who are called by no high-sounding names 
from their mock state, to garret and cellar, 
for a crust-supper and a rag-bed, — I so dread 
lest any of us, my very dear little friends, 
should, so to say, have hoenplayingat " Chris- 
tians,'' enjoying the idea that we are the King's 
children, yet going back to very unroyal rest 
and food — never, after all, welcomed to the 
Palace. Aeal I real ! More and more, it 
seems to me, I want that word to deafen the 
foolish speaking of my own heart, and still 
all sinful yearnings with its clear, loud ring. 

The things of " this life only " are so beau- 
tiful, and so rich in their joy-giving, that 
it is hard to get hold of the thought : "but 
for a moment 1'' even while we are talking of 
the "things unseen, eternal." There's much 
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enjoyment to be had in this present world — 
We have already admitted that; — and the 
^^this life " things are recUin their way, so far as 
they go : only we will remember how far they 
do go. Surely, we need not drearily call all 
those things which God gives us "/<? enjoy^^ in 
the life He too has given, shams and shadows, 
because they have to come to an end, 
and the other life and joy He gives do not. 
Neither will we say that our work is all 
no good, because, at its longest, there will be 
but a short day of it ; — it may be a deal 
of good: — Both the work and the joy, if we 
have Jesus in them, will last, and widen out 
into wondrous fulness, when their thin stream 
meets the tide : — ^there will be an Eternity of 
worlds and of ages for both to widen in ! 

Say you were going to another country — 
India, or New Zealand — probably to spend 
there the rest of your life ; and were not 
certain when your steamer would leave — 
sometime within the month, anyhow : you'd 
make sure of your passage — that would be 
the first thing — and that all was packed or 
ready for packing ; and then, in the interval, 
you might, perhaps, do a good bit of very 
precious work in the old home. You might 
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enjoy pleasant visits among friends, and 
treats of various* kinds, but you certainly 
would not begin to lay out a garden, nor yet 
accept invitations at two or three months' 
date ; and if one of them happened to be 
from some county person of importance, 
you had thought a great deal of getting an 
invitation from, it would not greatly trouble 
you, — "He's nobody out there^" would be 
your comforting remark; and when many 
really nice things were offered, you would 
reply, "You're very kind, but, you see^ I'm 
going abroad, and they'd be of no use to me 
there." I'm very sure you would lose ho 
opportunity of getting all kinds of information 
about the country you were going to, that 
might be valuable to you when you got out. 

Now, you dear little people, " take to your 
gumption;" just act in respect of the new 
" better country — that is, a heavenly " (He- 
brews XL 15, 16), in the same way. Make 
sure, each one of you, of your passenger- 
ticket, that's the first thing; the passage 
money, you know, is paid— you have only 
to ask for it; — You may be summoned at 
any hour, to the water-side. Get all the 
information you can from the " Hand Book" 
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to that Country, and don't trouble your- 
self one bit about the great people and the 
great things on this side — ^they may be no- 
bodies and nothings "over there," in the 
real Home, where you shall meet real peo- 
ple — the same dear friends whom you knew 
here, who had the same one dearest Friend 
that you have — who are living there— ox^y a 
very different life, and who, very, likely, will 
come down to welcome you at the river-side, 
as your friends in Calcutta or Otago might 
come down to the boat to meet you. Do 
not have too dreamy ideas of heaven. " Eye 
hath not seen " indeed, its things of beauty — 
St John's visioned picture of them is dream- 
like; so would be to a beggar child a dis- 
cription of the queen's palace — ^yet they who 
live in it are really at home. 

"you'll give our love to them?" 

The words were said to one who was, we 
felt so sure, taking a yet closer clasp of an 
unseen Hand, that had led her "all the way 
through." They were in the city, and she 
was just passing within the gates. There was 
no doubt in the question-message — none in 
the answering smile, and the glad, quick 
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" yes " of the eye so nearly closing in the light, 
— it was so sweetly, so simply — going home \ 
Shall I tell you of another, who has not been 
long at home, in " the land that is very far 
off" — who, through years of weary suffering, 
could say, "Hundreds of times I've felt 
Jesus' arms round me — I must thank and 
praise Him for everything^*} Her parting 
words to her father and mother were, " I 
shall know when you're coming — I shall be 
sure to come and meet you ; but you must 
not look out for me first— Jesus first / then 
me I " You feel the realness of it all, I'm sure. 

"... talking all about death," someone 
says. Yes, but it's not gloomy talk. I won- 
der who it was first made that dart-and- 
skeleton picture of death ! No such dreadful 
form comes near Jesus Christ's little brothers 
and sisters — nor yet His grown-up ones. When 
they are to be fetched home. He puts aside 
that grim shape, — and comes for His own. 

That dear girl you remember in the last 
vacation — so bright, so full of happy young 
life — at the picnic, or the Christmas tree — 
your last news of her was, that she was gone ! 
•* Caught a chill " — a few days of sharp suffer- 
ing — and the shadowed home ! How her 
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merry laugh haunts you ! but with it come 
the tones of your sweet friend's bedside 
prayer, and the memory of a talk over one of 
her dear chapters ; and you know that the 
little hand was held in a loving clasp, and 
that " One was with her in the waters." And 
when fresh flower-wreaths have been laid on 
the grave, and in the glad morning sunshine, 
those who were so sad and tearful, talk to- 
gether happily and hopefully, on the familiar 
homeward path, must a churchyard shadow 
darken it, and a chill wind-voice moan 
through their talk? The sun will set, and 
the night may fall dark, and wet, and dreary ; 
but in that Land, where she whom they 
mourned, and now so lovingly regret, is 
living, there is " no need of the sun, neither 
of the moon, to shine in it," and the spirit 
would not be wronged by the merry chime 
of laughter, who listens to its songs — who 
sees " the King in His beauty," and is glad 
in His joy (Revelation xxi. 23; Isaiah xxxiii. 
17). But, you dear young friends of mine, 
do remember, that while all whose hands 
have met our Saviour's — the child's hand, or 
that which has earned deadly wages through 
a life's bitter work — shall be led home ; they 
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who have never " received Him," never shall 
— never can enter the City, and see the Eling ! 
Oh, I cannot bear the terrible thought that 
any of you, whose happy laughter makes 
music in pleasant homes — whose young 
voices may even have joined in sweet hymn- 
singing on many a calm Sunday evening — 
should have no part in the joy and the songs 
of the Home above; that the light through 
the golden City's open gates, should but cast 
your shadows down the dreary way, till they 
are lost in the gathering gloom — that dear eyes 
so full of sunny gladness, should be dim with 
ever hopeless anguish ! Such a fearful thought 
can only be an earnest, ytdcmmg frayer, 

I hope, dearies, that ours have been plea- 
sant talks, and that in their happy freedom, we 
have never lost sight of our Bibles; but if they 
have not brought us just to this — I must put it 
so plainly — No Jesus with us — no Heaven with 
Him ! indeed, indeed, we had better never have 
said a word together. The reality of it all does 
so come home to me in this thought, that / 
shall certainly have gone across the river into 
the great for-ever, when very many of your 
young voices fill summer hours with glad- 
ness, or in the quiet evening, plan in eager 
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whispers the morrow's pleasures ; or, perhaps, 

in the later shadows, talk to your Father, 

listening in the light of heavea And yet, // 

may he^ some bright, young feet will pass 

through the waters before mine ! Well, all the 

guided feet get home; the late ones have 

the longer walk, and reach the gates more 

tired — ^and more travel-soiled, dears, that's all. 

My earnest hope for you all is, that many, oh, 

such happy years, may be yours — and yet, this 

may not be my very best hope for you. And 

should the shadows fall early, and weary, 

waiting illness be your strange love-gift ; do 

not say, "There — now I can do no more 

work for Him 1" Then may be your truest, 

most beautiful, precious work for the Master 

— you may reflect so much of the love — so 

much oi Himself \ who ever comes up closest 

in the shadow, and, all to yourself teaches 

deep,, sweet lessons, He could not give you 

in the eager class. 

" * Laid aside by illness'— so we say on earth. 
* Set aside for stillness ' — so in heaven they sing ! " 

May I venture on such a homely illustra- 
tion ? Here's a nice, smooth — shall we say 
comfortable looking? — ^glass bowl — and very 
useful it is ; not much beauty in it, though — 
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hardly lustrous — just a quiet glimmer through 
it in some lights. "Oh, it's broken — no 
more good to anybody !" Indeed ? only look 
at the rainbow light flashing from every edge 
and splinter-point of its shattered fragments ! 

And if the trial be long — if the shadow 
linger, as it seems, through an Arctic night, 
then call to mind that text, with its wonderful, 
sweet contradiction — "Though it tarry, wait 
for it; because it will surely come, — it will not 
tarry ^^ The others may have gone merrily 
home, and you sit in the school-room in the 
dusk — oh, it does look so dreary — ^all alone 1 
"Are they really not coming for poor me?" 
Dear child, swiftly, though noiselessly, the 
carriage from Home is coming near, and the 
One, there best loved, is in it (Habakkuk ii. 3). 

Well, we must part very soon, I sup- 
pose. If I haven't tired you, all I can say is, 
you're the most wonderfully patient little lot 
that ever were gathered together. The vision 
I have had of dear, bright, young faces and 
light forms, has made it to myself, so like a 
real talk, — if I were a clever artist, / could 
skttch some of you! 

And now, oh dear 1 I must come out 
of my eerie garden, and "copy for press," 
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and correct proofs for, that rather formidable 
person (but nice, you know) we spoke of 
you remember, at the very first, and have 
since clean forgotten ^11 about. Well, I 
do hope that my little book — I suppose 
we must call it so now — will find favour 
with the very dear young friends for whom it 
has, under some difficulties, been written; 
and that they will bring their hearts, and/i/^/ 
enough of their brains, to its reading. I 
have wanted it to be just such a one^ as 
some dear lad will take out of his pocket 
when he's hot and tired, in a quiet corner of 
the playground or the cricket field ; and nice 
little Somebody may make a little round, glee- 
ful noise over, and carry off with her into her 
favourite seat in the old apple tree, — and, 
perhaps, have to be called twice to coine to 
tea I One thought has, I trust, been always 
with us through these talks of ours— the 
thought that Jesus is always loving us. It 
may be grieved love^ dear children — ah, yes ! 
you and I know it often is. But that won- 
derful Love, which is Himself; has never 
gone away from us. That dear Love ! it 
seems that is all I have really wanted to talk 
. to you about ; and now, in the sense of its 
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vast, unsearchable fulness— of the "Everlasting 
Love " which we may " know " is our very 
own, though itself "passeth knowledge" 
(Ephesians iii.), I seem like one who, tell- 
ing of some gorgeous tropical forest, would 
make you feel what are its wealth and wonder 
of beauty, but could show you only a few lovely 
leaves from that forest's depths, in whose vast 
pathless solitudes, the heart-shaped leaf guides 
the traveller. More than one of these I know 
I have brought to you — ^guiding words of 
Jesus* own, who, as an earnest writer of our 
day has said, alone reveals to us t?te Heart 
of God. We will ever remember His wprds 
to His disciples — and to us — so brim full of 
strength, and of resting : " Ye in Me and I 
in you " — ^the simple thought we began with, 
you know, in its Bible setting. 

What are to be my " good-bye " words, my 
own dear little friends? My heart holds 
such earnest, loving wishes for you all, that I 
must get deeper words than my own to 
express them. So please each of you read 
them in the 12th verse of the 2nd chapter of 
the first Epistle of John, and the 13th 
verse of the 15th chapter of Romans. And 
yet, one little, very last word firom myself. 
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We need all the help we can ask for one 
another, in the weary life-walk and the hard 
life-fight. " One borne of four," — many of 
you will recollect the history in St. Mark's 
gospel — ^got the priceless gift we all want, and 
strength for a new life. Do, dearies, all who 
read these pages — which are your very own ; 
when you are talking to Jesus, hear some- 
times to Him your old friend who has written 
them for you, and who promises often to 
rememberyou* 
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THREE SONGS. 



Sunny glint of golden hair 
Down the fresh mown grass ; 

And a light of Summer skies 

Laughing in the lifted eyes, 
As uiey pass. 

And through the morning air, 
From my window leaning, 
Sweeter than the sweet thrush singing, 
I can hear that young voice ringing — 
Warbled words with little meaning. 

"Happy, Birdie, happy? 

No nearing shade of sorrow ? * 
Little thrush and little maiden. 
With yonr songs t}ie air is laden ;— 

Will they trill to-morrow ? 

Storms so quickly gather 
On the far hills blue : — 
" Birdie, should the torrent's wrath 
Sweep away thy homeward path ; 
In the sudden, fearsome weather^ 
What wilt do?" 
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It 

Wealth of hair as sunny-golden, 

Pushed back from the fair young brow | 
Eyes of a deeper, changeful blue, — 
Small parted lips of the seashells' hue, 
With the music in them now. 

And the dullest ears are holden 

By the tender song 
Of that fair child, sitting quietly 
With the V Old, old story ^* on her knee, 

As the sweet notes float along. 

** Happy, Sweetheart, happy. 

As you sit and sing 
Of the Home unseen, and the Love untold — 
The jasper and sapphire, the pearl and gold 

In the palace ot the King ?^' 

There's a stir in the air of the Storm-wing ;^ 

It will be a black night, and wild. 
The path in the dark is hard to keep. 
And the swollen streams will be swift and deep- 
" Sweetheart, ~«in^ on I HE'S listening, — 
And you're His child." 
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III. 
(Zephaniah iii. 17.) 

The soft, dark hair lies damp 

On the forehead white : 
In the low firelight, shadows fall 
Vast and strange on her chamber wall*— 

The day meets night 1 

Do not light the lamp : 

She has the City's Light I 
The sweet voice failed to murmur even her best loved 

hymn :— 
ONE we think is singing to her in the twilight dim~ 

So dim I So bright I 

" Happy, Darling, happy?" 
. No breath in words to spare I 
And she may not lose one accent dear 
Of that wondrous song to still her fear. 

In our silence — there ! 

See 1 a smile — and, hush, a whisper 1 
" Yes, Darling — ^you would rise?*' 
. . . *• He wants me— you must let me go— 
His littie sister — He loves — me — so ! 
You must all — come — shall meet — and— hear— *• 
" Close the dear gray eyes 1** 
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UfB Echoes. With twelve ckromo-lithogrftph iUxustratioiis 
by the Baroness Hslqa von Caamk. Small 4to, doth, gilt, 12b. 

Swiss Letters and Alpine Poems. By the late 

Frances Bidlkt Havbboai^ With twelve chromo-lithographs 
of Alpine Scenery and Flowers by the Baroness Hslga von C&aicic. 
Small 4to, doth, extra e^ 12s. Also, without odonred iUnstia- 
tions, crown 8vo^ 6s. doth. 

Life Chords. The Earlier and Later Poems of the late 
Frances Biouet HAVBROAib With twdve diromo-lithographs 
of Alpine Scenery, Ac. trom designs by the Buoness Hrloa von 
Crahm, in one ox which is introduced a portrait of the Author in 
the ninth year of her age. Small 4to, doth, gilt, 12a, 

Life Mosaic : "The Ministry of Song" and *< Under the 
Surface," in one Vol, With twdve coloured iUustratiohs of Alpine 
Flowers and Swiss Mountain and Lake Scenery, from drawings by 
the Baroness Hblga.von Cramm. BeautifuUy printed by Kauf' 
mann, of Lahr-Baden. In small 4to, with ulustrated bitials, 
headpieces, Ac, doth, gilt extra, 12s. 

Morning Stars ; or, Names of Christ for His Littld Ones. 
Super-royal 82mo, Od. doth. 

Morning Bells : behig Wakmg Thonghts for the Little 
Ones. Boyal 82mo, 6d. sewed ; Od. doth. 

Little Pillows: being Good Night Thonghts for the 
Little Ones. Uiiif orm in sise and price. 

** We heartily recommend ' Little Pillows.'"— Our OiM fireside. 

'* Our readers should see that no children of their acquaintanct are 
without them.^—CArisiiaa Progress, 

Lilies and Shamrocks. Square i6mo, is. dotL 
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Brney, a Little Worker for Ohrist. Small Grown 

8to, 88. 6d. doth. Cheap edition, la. 6d. limp doth ; Is. sewed. 
" A charming book. We trust the book will reach the liands and 
stimulate the hearts of many Sonday-sdiool Teadien and young Christ- 
ians."— C^mfion. 

The Four Happy Days. A Story for Children. 16mo 
Is. doth. 
"A pretty, diildlike story, illustrating the changes whidi often shadow 
over pleasant anniversaries, and the way in wmdi the new life turns 
sorrow into joy."— fTomaw's Work, 

Ben BrightbootS, and other True Stories. Small orown 
8to, doth. Is. 6d. 
" The stories will maintain the reputation she has won."— nffcotsnuui. 
" The volume is worthy of a wide circulation."— Olosgrow Nevoa, 

Songs of Peace and Joy. Selected from ''The Ministoy 
^ Song " and " Under the Surface," with Music by Chablbs H. 
PUSDAT. Fcap. 4to, 88. doth, gilt edges ; or in paper ooyers, Is. 6d. 



♦ > o < * 

ROYAL GRACE AND LOYAL GIFTS. 

Comprising the following Seven Books in a neat doth case, 
price lOs. The Books may be had separately, 16mo, doth, 
Is. each. 

Kept for the Master's Use. 

The Boyal Invitation ; or, Daily Thoughts on Coming 

My King ; or, Daily Thoughts for the King's Children. 
Boyal Commandments ; or, Morning Thoughts for the 

"king's Ser?ants. 
Boyal Bounty; or, Evening Thoughts for the King's 

Gnests. 
Loyal Besponses; or. Dally Mdodies for the King^s 

Minstrels. 

Starlight through the Shadows, and other Gleams 

from the King's Word. 

" It iB difficult to say which among all these choice moisels of spiritual 
food are the most to be preferred, where all are good and none wanting in 
beauty."— ilecord. 

*' We doubt if they are excelled by any of tbfl medltatlTe literatures of 
modem dAjB.^'— Christian, 

My King and His Service : Bemg "My King," "Royal 

Commandments," and "Boyal Bounty" in a neat doth case, 
price 6s. 
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" Your InninifB ." A Book f or School-Boyg. With Jntro- 

dnctory Note \if fhe Aschbibhop or Tobx. ShiaII crown Syo, 

doth, 18. 6(L 
His Steps. Small crown 8vo, doth. Is. 6cL 
Bright and Fair. A Book for Toung Ladies. 16mo, 

cloth, IB. 
Strong and Free. A Book for Young Men. With a 

Becommendatory Letter from the Bight Hon. the Earl of Shaftes* 

hoiy. 16mo, limp cloth. Is. ; boards, Is. 6d. 

Follow the Leader. l6mo, cloth, is. 6d. 

In Secret. Prlyate iSsyers for a Fortnight, with occasional 

Friers and Introduction. 16mo, cloth^ls. 
The Biver of Life ; or, Salvation JBNiH and Free. 16mo, 

doth, Is. 
Day by Day ; or, Counsels to Christians on the Details of 

Every-day Lif e. Small crown Sto, doth, 88. Also a dieap edition, 

16mo, doth. Is. 6d. 
Not Yonr Own ; or, Counsels to Tonng Christians. 16mo, 

doth, Is. 
Beneath the Cross. CounselB, Meditations, and Prayers 

for Commnnicanta. 16mo, doth. Is. 
Safe and Happy. Words of Help and Encouragement to 

Tonng Women, with Prayers for Daily Use. 16mo, doth, Is. 
Edie's Letter; or. Talks with the Little Folks. Small 

4to, 2s. 6d. 
Before His Footstool. Family Prayers for One Month. 

Small crown 8vo, doth, 8s. 
Steps Across ; or, Guidance and Help to the Anxious and 

DoubtfuL Small crown 8vo, doth, 8s. 
Home Snndays ; or, Help and Consolation from the Sanc- 
tuary. Small crown 8yo, doth, 8s. 
The Holy Table. A Guide to the Lord's Supper. 64 pp., 

tinted cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d. 
None but Jesus: or, Christ is All from First to Last. 

Crown 82mo, sewed, 4d.; cloth limp, 6d. 
Welcome Home ; or, Plain Teachings from the Prodigal 

Son. Crown 82mo, clotb, 8d. 
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- WORKS BY J. R. MACDUFF. D.D. 

♦ 

Voices of the Oood Shepherd and Shadows of the 

Great Bock. A Daily Book in the Words of Scripture^ 
with an Introduction by the Bey. J. B. Ma.odutf, D.D., Author 
of " Morning and Night Watches." 16mo, Is. 6d. 

Early Graves. A Book for the Bereaved. Included in 
the Volume are Brief Memoirs of the Bev. Ghables A. Janbon, 
M.A., of the Oxford and Cambridge Uniyersities' East African 
Mission ; and of Captain W. Gili^ B.E. Crown 8to, cloth, 68. 

The Story of a Shell : A Bomance of the Sea, with 
some Sea Teachings. A Book for Boys and Oirls. Small 4to, 
with numerous illustrations and decorauve doth binding, price 68. 

"Dr. Macduff, we venture to say, conveys in this volume far more 
of interesting information on the subject to which it relates, than is 
given io 99 out of 100 of the works of more pretentious scientific men, 
aud it deserves very high praise."— <Sootsma?i. 

Jiut PuhUshedf a cheap Shilling isstie of the Ufe of our Lord, 
for Vie'Young. 

Brighter than the Sun; or, Christ the Light of the 

World. The Publishers have pleasure in announcing a cheap 
issue, at Is., of the above work. It is in paper covers, the same 
type and size of page as the original 7s. 6a. volume, and contains 
12 full page illostratlons by A. Bow an. 



In Ohristo; or, the Monogram of St FanL Fourth 
thousand, crown 8vo, 68. doth. 

" Most heartily do we recommend this priceless volume."— Homi^ut. 



Noontide at Sychar ; or, The Story of Jacob's Well. 
A New Testament Chapter in Providence and Grace. With 
Vignette. 11th thousand, crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. doth. 

Eventide at Bethel; or. The Night-dream of the 
Desert. An Old Testament Chapter in Providence and Grace. 
With Vignette. Fifth thousand, small erown 8vo, 88. 6d. doth. 

The obove two voIuimb may be had bound together, 6«. 6d, cloth. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 
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A SELECTION OF BOOKS SUITABLE FOR 
EVANGELISTIC WORKERS. 



A Memoir of Elizabeth Fry. Abridged from the 

Larger Work. Byher Daughter, Mrs. C&asswxLL. With Portrait. 
Small crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. cloth. 

Memorials of Little Nony: A Biogrftphy of Nony 

Heywood, who was the first Collector for the Bruey Branch of 
the Irish Society. By her Mother. With Preface by Miss 
Havsaoal. Small crown Sto. 2b. dd. doth. With Portrait. 

Does God care for our weat Cities 7 A Word for 

the Paris Mission. By the Bev. Hoaatius Boxtak, D.D. 18mo, 
Od. cloth. 

Haste to the Rescue : or, Work While it is Day. Bv 
Mrs Chables Wiohtmak, Aathor of "Annals of the Bescned, 
&c. With a Preface by the Author of " English Hearts and Eng- 
lish Hands." Small crown Syo, Is. 6d. limp. 

Hindu Women, with Glimpses into their Life and Zenanaa. 
By Miss H. Lloyd, Editorial Secretary of the Church of England 
Zenana Missionary Society. Crown 8vo, 2s. dd. cloth. 

God's Answers : The Narrative of Miss Annib Macphxb- 
bon's Work at the Home of Jndnstry, Spitalfields*, and also in 
Canada. By Miss Lows, Author of " Punrooty." Crown 8to, illus- 
trated, cloth Ss. 6d. 

ged Homes, and How to Mend Them. By 

jirs Batlt. Crown Syo, 8s. 6d. doth. Also a Cheaper Edition, 

Is. 6d. doth limp. 
Seeking the Lost; Incidents and Sketches of Christian 

Work in London. By the Bey. C. J. Whitkokb. Author of "^The 

Bible in the Workshop." Crown Syo, 8s. 6d. doth. 
Our Goffee-Boom. By Lady Hops of Oarriden. With 

Preface by Lieutenant-Oeneral Sir Aaxbub Cotton, B.B., 

K.C.S.I. Crown 8to, 8s. 6d. cloth. 

More about "Our Ooffee-Room." By the Same. 

Crown 8to, 8s. 6d. doth. 
Nurses for the Needy : or, The Bible- Women Norses 
in the Homes of the London Poor. By L. N. B., Aathor of *' The 
Missing Link," Ac. Crown Sro, 8s. 6a. doth. 

The Lord's Purse-Bearers. By Hbsba Stbettok, Author 

of " Jessica's First Prayer/' dio. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. doth. 

Christian Visitor's Hand-Book. By the Bey. Chableb 

Kbil, M.A. BmaU crown 8to, 2s. 6d. doth. 
LONDON : JAMBS NISBET k CO., 21 BEBNEBS STBEBT, 
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